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British Summertime has officially 
ended and that means it’s November. 
Who cares about the Brits, you ask? 
Well, we Americans have a strange 
tendency to model our social season 
after theirs, and on both sides of the 
Atlantic the season has just climaxed. 
But fear not: the social agenda here 
at Penthouse Letters is always orgas- 
mic. It will come as no surprise to our 
loyal readers, but newcomers should 
be educated as to just how fash- 
ionable our magazine really is. At the 
starting line, in , we cele- 
brate women in short skirts. Miniskirts 
will not get you into the Henley Royal 
Regatta, but, as these photos show, 
they'll never go out of style. Remem- 
ber, the miniskirt originated in Lon- 
don. Had enough of Britannia? Too 
bad, because this month's 
is the well-known classic, A Man 
With a Maid. We’re told that this syba- 
ritic celebration—a story about se- 
duction, Edwardian style—was in- 
spired by the life of an early king of 
England. Of course, you're not all rav- 
ing anglophiles, so we've included a 
, that huge, 
golden state that seems to be filled 
with throbbing female pulchritude. And 
speaking of golden girls, this month's 
swings with the “new” Cou- 
ple: young men with women old 
enough to be their, well, wardrobe 
consultants. Since keeping a salacious 
style is what we're all about, this month 
we introduce a brand-new feature— 
the . We 
will review stimulating books that'll 
whet your appetite for fall literary pur- 
Suits. Finally, our regular 
column has been revamped. It’s still 
our final page, but now it’s truly the 
dessert following our epicurean en- 
trées, featuring a classic letter each 
month. We may not be the handbook 
to the season, but we’re still filled with 
class. So, if you’re traveling for the 
holidays, take the advice of a Brit: 
Book a room with a view, and dont 
forget to take-us along for some stimu- 
lating inspiration. —L.D. 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS gives men 
and women the opportunity to share 
with.their fellow readers the details of , 
their uninhibited sexual experiences and 
innermost sexual fanatasies. In addition 


to readers’ letters, each month the 
magazine presents a stimulating variety 
of humor, fiction, reviews and advice, 
as well as exciting and attractive erotic 
photography. 
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Recently | was making my way 
toward the entrance of a local 
mall to do some shopping, when 
out came one of the most at- 
tractive young ladies I’ve ever 
seen in my life. She looked to 
be in her early twenties, with 
long blonde hair and the bluest 
eyes. What really caught my 
attention was the flower-print 
dress she was wearing. It was 
long, with a slit down the side. 
What gorgeous legs she had! 
Long, lean and soft. The kind I'd 
like to have wrapped around 
my waist. She caught me star- 
ing at her and gave me a bright 
smile. | was at a loss for words 
standing next to this stunning 
beauty, and | think | even 
blushed. | could kick myself for 
that one, believe me. Anyway, 
| don’t know about the rest of 
your readers, but I’d sure love 
to see some pictures of women 
wearing sexy skirts. —D.S., Port- 
land, Oregon 


And so would we. Kick you, that 
is.—The Editors 


NOVEMBER 1990 


eae a 


LL Co 
ie 
= 

ie ee 
Ole 

: oe 

a 


© 


This Christmas, be a little naughty, and do something nice 


for a friend. Send a Penthouse Letters gift subscription, one 


year (12 issues) for just $28! And, with the $31.40 savings off 
the cover price, you can treat yourself to a gift subscription 
as well—making Christmas twice as nice! 
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Looks Like It’s Gonna 
Be a Good Year 
One New Year's Eve my wife 
and | decided to stay home 
and have our own private sex 
party. After eating some 
oysters and drinking a few 
screwdrivers, we took off our 
clothes and got down to it. 
Right away Dorothy took 
hold of my cock and popped 
it in her mouth. I’m only | 
six-and-a-half-inches and she 
buried her face all the way to 
my hairy balls. After sucking 
for about ten minutes, she felt 
the eruption coming and 
coaxed the jism out of me, 
masterfully milking me as | 
shot my load down her throat. 
She sweetly licked her 
lios and said it tasted 
wonderful. She says | have 
sweet come. I’ve never tasted 
it (except for when | kiss her 
after she’s given me a 
blowjob), and | really don't 
care what it’s like, as long as 
it doesn’t deter her from 
putting her mouth on my dick. 
As much as she likes to 
suck me, | love to eat her out. 
| spread her legs wide and 
licked her inner thighs. 
Sucking on the kinky hair of 
her bulging cunt, | parted the 
lios with my fingers and 
caught the little man in the 
boat. | slurped it into my 
mouth and inhaled her 
essence. With my mouth still 
on her hole, | put a hand on 
each of her tits, tweeking and 
squeezing her nipples gently. 
The combination of this and 


These letters are as written by our 
readers, except that they have 


been edited to enhance their read- 
ability, and names have been 
changed to ensure privacy. 
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my probing tongue, which | 
occasionly ran down her slit 
before returning to her 
hardening clit, drove her 
mad. Before long she was 
heaving a shower of come 
into my thursty mouth. 7 

After this she was dead to 
the world. | blew softly into 
her dripping, burning cunt. 
Unconsciously, she swung 
one leg over, Squeezing my 
head between her thighs. 
Content with this warm haven, 
| slept with my head between 
her legs the rest of the 
night.—F.S., New York, New 
York 


You Feel Like 

Somebody | Know 

| would like to relate to your 
readers something that 
happened to me two years 
ago. First off, my name is 
Dick. |’m thirty-seven, five- 
eleven and weigh a hundred 
sixty-five pounds. | was 
married for eight years but it 
ended when my ex took off 
with a co-worker. 

A couple of weeks after 
my divorce, | was out drinking 
with a few buddies and we 
met three nice girls. | latched 
onto one named Jill. We hit it 
right off and made a date for 
the following night. | picked 
her up around nine o'clock. 
She looked great in her tight 
jeans and plaid shirt. 

It was about two o'clock 
when we got back to Jill’s 
home. She invited me in fora 
cup of coffee and things 
picked up. We started to kiss 
and before long she was 
playing with my cock through 
my jeans. | soon had her shirt 
and bra off, sucking on her 
nice tits. She finally said, 


“Shit, Dick, lets go to bed. | 
need a dose of good loving.” 
In less than a minute we 
were naked and on the bed. 
| was sucking on her nipples 

and fingering her swollen 


You can’t beat 
the excitement of 
an unplanned 
encounter...a 


pussy. | wanted to eat some spontaneous 
pussy so | left her tits and session can 
licked down her belly towards be simply superb 


her cunt. | started licking her 
clit while fingering her wet 
hole. She swung around on 
the bed and started sucking 
on my cock. Jill is very vocal 
and was moaning so loud | 
thought she would wake up 
her roommate. She must have 
come two or three times as | 
ate her. | finally shot my load 
down her throat. 

She kept sucking till my 
cock got hard again. “Now 
put that cock where it will do 
the most good,” she said. | 
got between her legs and 
slammed it home. Her legs 
came up around my ass as 
she fucked her cunt up and 
down my cock. She kept 
saying, “Oh, God, fuck, fuck, 
oh, yes, fuck me hard!” Her 
cunt was squeezing my cock 
like a fist. She said, “I’m 
coming, come with me!” | 
was ready and filled her cunt 
with my load. Exhausted, we 
both fell asleep. 

Later | woke up with Jill 
sucking on my cock. She 
sucked me dry. We took a 
shower and | had a cup of 
coffee before | left, telling her 
| would see her on Friday. | 
saved up all my energy for 
our date. We didn't stay out 
late because Jill has to work 
half a day on Saturday. We 
fucked and sucked till about 
one, and again | woke the 
next morning to a blowjob 
from Jill. 


“She took 

as much as 
she could 

in her mouth, 
massaging 
the base with 
her tongue” 


SERENDIPITY 


While she was at work, | 
helped her roommate, Amy, 
with the chores around the 
house. | did this for about four 
months. | soent my weekends 
at her house, fucking all night 
and doing odd jobs all day. 

One night in September, 
we went to a party where | 
got smashed. When we got 
home, | couldn't keep a 
hard-on and fell asleep. Jill 
was alittle pissed, but | told 
her | would take care of her 
in the morning. When the sun 
was coming up, | felt 
someone licking my cock and 
balls. | put my hand down on 
this person's head, but 
instead of finding Jill's short 
hair, my hand found long, 
silky hair. My eyes flew open 
and there was Amy sucking 
on my cock. | said, “My God, 
Amy, what are you doing in 
here?” Amy said, “I hear you 
and Jill in here every 
weekend fucking like rabbits 
and | want some of this big 
COCK.” 

| did the only thing any guy 
would do. | told her to swing 
around so | could eat her 
pussy while she sucked my 
cock. Her little blonde cunt . 
was sopping wet. Her clit was 
out from under its hood and | 
started sucking on it. She 
started fucking her cunt at 
my mouth saying, “Oh, God, 
it feels good! Don't stop.” 
After a few minutes she 
mashed her cunt on my 
mouth, coating my tongue 
with come. 

After her orgasm she lay 
back and breathed, “! want 
your cock in my pussy.” | 
knew she was only eighteen 
years old and | said, “You're 
kind of small for my cock. It 
might hurt.” She said, “I’ve 
been fucked before; it won't 
hurt.” | said, “Okay,” and got 
between her legs, rubbing 
my cockhead in her juice. | 
put it at her hole and started 
to ease it in. She started to 
moan. | put my hands on her 
ass and pulled as | pushed 
my cock in her. All eight 
inches slid up her tight hole. 
She screamed, “Oh my God, 


it’s too big! Stop!” | told her it 
was all in and | promised not 
to move it around until she 


got used to its size. | waited 


a few minutes before | started 
fucking her nice and slow. 
Her juice was coating my 
cock and soon she was 
fucking back. She moaned 
she was coming and | shot 
my load up her cunt. We 
fucked like this every 
weekend until my job 
transferred me out of state. 
That was one combo I'll never 
forget! —R.S., Tampa, Florida 


A Good Argument 

Against Brushing and 
Flossing Regularly 

My wife and | have an — 
understanding that we can 
be with someone else if we 
choose, as long as we tell 
each other all about it. | am 
thirty-eight and my wife, 
Rhoda, is thirty-six. Her best 
features are her large, 
sensitive tits, but best of all, 
she loves to suck cock. A 
while back she had to have 
all her top teeth removed and 
now she wears a denture 
plate. When she takes it out 
she'll give you a blowjob that 
no mortal man can resist. The 
things she can do with her 
mouth! 

A while back | took the kids 
to Denver for a soccer 
tournament. Rhoda had to 
stay at home because she 
had to work and because we 
have two cats and two dogs. 
According to our agreement, 
she had to tell me if she did 
anything sexual while | was 
gone. The following is what 
happened while we were 
away. 

She night we left she went 
to her graveyard shift at the 
convenience store where she 
works. Around eight in the 
morning her boss, Alec, 
came by. Things were slow 
and they talked awhile. Alec 
eventually made a pass at her 
and they went into a small 
room behind the counter. 
They began kissing and 
exploring each other. Alec 
was fondling Rhoda’s big tits 


through her thin work jacket. 
She reached down and 
hegan rubbing his crotch. 
Alec suggested they go into 
the big cooler since there was 
more room and they could 
see and hear if someone 
came in. My wife agreed. 

She was getting hot 
anticipating what she was 
about to do. Once in there, 
Alec’s hands covered her tits 
and squeezed her nipples, 
making her cunt start running. 
She reached down, unzipped 
his pants and pulled out his 
cock. It was a thick, large 
one, about eight inches long. 
She got down on her knees, 
took her teeth out and 
dropped them in her pocket 
without Alec noticing. She 
took his cock in her hand and 
began slowly and gently 
stroking it. With the other 
hand she began massaging 
his balls. She then started 
nibbling the head and 
underside very gently with 
her lips. Then she licked his 
cock from his balls to the 
round head, finally taking the 
head in her mouth. Alec 
groaned and became weak 
in the knees. The feeling you 
get from Rhoda's hot, 
experienced mouth is inde- 
scribable. She took as much 
as she could in her mouth 
and began massaging the 
vein underneath with her 
tongue. She then started 
sucking furiously. After only a 
few minutes of this, Alec shot 
a load down her throat. She 
let his cock go limp and 
slowly slide out of her mouth, 
looking up at him with a smile 
and a lustful look in her eye. 
Just then a customer came 
into the store and Rhoda said 
it was unfair that Alec got to 
come but that she didn't. 

The next day, Rhoda didn't 
have to work and sat around 
the house getting horny 
watching X-rated videos. 
Later that evening there was 
a knock on the door. There 
was Alec with a smile on his 
face, saying, “Shall we finish 
now?” 

The two of them watched 
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a video together, commenting 
on likes and dislikes. Finally 
Rhoda got up, laid Alec down 
on the couch and excused 
herself. She went to the 
bathroom, removed her teeth, 
came back into the living 
room and pulled down Alec’s 
shorts. Moaning with delight 
at the sight of his equipment, 
she slowly kissed and licked 
her way up his legs to his 
huge cock. 

She covered the length of 
his rock-hard cock with hot 
kisses, lightly licking the big 
vein and head. She then 
lightly blew on it and Alec 
shivered as his cock 
expanded even more. She 
took the head in her mouth 
and just held it there. Her 
pussy was literally dripping 
on the carpet. She took as 
much of his huge meat in her 
mouth as she could and 
wrapped her hand around the 
rest. She started stroking his 
cock while playing with his 
large balls, slurping on his 
monster while moving her 
head in circular motions. After 
a few minutes of this, Rhoda 
couldn't stand anymore. She 
had to have that huge cock 
in her pussy. 

She led him to the 
bedroom and they com- 
pletely disrobed. They lay 
down on our waterbed and 
started kissing. Alec com- 
mented on her big, beautiful 
tits. He tongued the rock hard 
nipples, driving Rhoda wild. 
She stroked his big cock 
while he stuck two fingers In 
her drenched pussy. She 
couldn't wait for his cock any 
longer. 

She pulled him up on top 
of her and told him to fuck 
her. He parted her swollen 
pussy lips and laid the big 
head at her entrance, teasing 
her. She threw her legs 
around him and pulled him to 
her, the big head stretching 
her red-hot hole. Finally the 
head popped in and she 
gasped for air. She told him 
to stop for just a minute and 
let her pussy stretch to 
accommodate his manhood. 
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He commented on how hot 
her pussy was. Her juices 
were running down the crack 
of her ass onto the bed. 
Slowly she pulled him in. Inch 
by inch his huge member 
was buried in her sopping 
pussy. 

Alec started a slow and 
rhythmic motion, the curved 
shaft reaming her pussy and 
reaching places no man had 
ever reached. After a half 
hour he pulled out and turned 
her over. He spread her legs 
and entered her doggie-style. 
She loves to fuck this way. His 
large, Curved cock was 
stretching and reaching 
deep, hidden places in her 
pussy. She felt completely 
filled. The hot juice from her 
cunt was running out and 
dripping on the bed. Alec 
said he had never fucked a 
hotter, wetter pussy. She 
finally came, bucking back 
against him, making his balls 
slap her protruding clit. She 
collapsed on the bed, looked 
at the clock and said she 
couldn't believe they had 
been fucking for an hour and 
a half and he had not yet 
come. He said he had trouble 
coming unless there was a 
sure chance of being caught. 

She led Alec to the front 
door and pulled him outside. 
We had a dresser without a 
mirror which was sitting on 
the porch awaiting refinish- 
ing. There was a streetlight 
on the corner that cast light 
onto the porch. Rhoda bent 
over the dresser, reached 
back and pulled his throbbing 
cock into her still-drenched 
pussy. He shoved his cock 
hard into her pussy, causing 
her to gasp again. She 
pushed against him and he 
fucked her hard. Suddenly 
car lights could be seen at 
the end of the street. He 
immediately exploded in her, 
his hot globs of come setting 
her on fire as she immediately 
came all over his cock. He 
quickly withdrew and they 
rushed inside, giggling. They 
sat and talked awhile. She 
told him he was a good fuck 


and he returned the compli- 
ment. He got dressed and left 
and my wife fell into bed, 
totally exhausted and spent 
from two hours of fucking the 
huge cock. 

When | got home, she told 
me about this while we were 
fucking. It was the best sex 
we had had in years! —Name 
and address withheld 


The Next Best Thing 

to Being There 

My wife and | have been 
married for two years. Since 
we're not ready to have 
children yet and she doesn't 
like how the Pill messes with 
her body, we've always used 
a condom during our frequent 
and impassioned lovemaking 
sessions. 

One night last week we 
went to an X-rated video party 
at a friend’s house. We got 
home horny as hell and ready 
to fuck, only to find we were 
out of rubbers. We were really 
ticked off because we were 
both hotter than a whore- 
house at low tide. | never 
thought we would have such 
great sex with me never 
entering her pussy, but boy 
was | wrong. 

We figured we'd just have 
to quell our desires for the 
evening, but when | saw the 
soft glow of the night-light on 
her skin it made me tingle. | 
started rubbing her stomach 
as my head lay on her 
shoulder. Every once in a 
while | would pet her red 
bush. | slowly worked my way 
up to her luscious breasts, 
caressing and squeezing 
them gently until her nipples 
were erect. They were so 
inviting | started kissing and 
sucking each one. Suddenly 
she let out a low moan. | 
continued kissing and suck- 
ing her right breast, fondling 
the other with my hand. 

She squirmed and moaned 
again, begging me to suck 
harder. As | did, | saw her 
start spreading her legs as 
she took my hand off her 
breast and led me down over 
her stomach, through her 
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; They've Gotta Have tt 


Do you constantly crave 
sex? Feel like you just 
can't get enough? You 
may be suffering from 
“sex addiction,’ asre- 
ported in Time magazine. — 
Some psychologists, 
like Patrick Carnes, are 
using the addiction theory 
to explain why “otherwise | | 
normal men and women’ 
lose control and often 
seem willing to risk any — 
consequence when it 
comes to having sex. 
Other experts, like Eli 
Coleman, say it’s not an 
addiction because | 
“there's no substance 
involved.” Those who 


quaff come and cunt | 
juices might beg to differ, 
and chemists have pointed 
out that sex may trigger . 
the release of certain 
neuro-hormones in the 
brain in much the same | 
way that mood- -altering — 
drugs do. 

There's also a little thing 
called heredity. Eighty 
seven percent of the sex : 
addicts surveyed revealed 
other family members who 
were also compulsive 
about sex. (Like father, i Ke 
son.) oo 
If you think you re a SEX 
addict, you can find help. 
in anumber of support 
programs across the - 


| nation. But why would you 


really want to be cured?tsd_ 


READING AROUND 
Sex for Longevity 


According to California 
sex therapist Dr. Leon 
Kaplan, the elusive foun- 
tain of youth may be right 
between our legs. 

In an article in News 
Extra, Kaplan advises 
those desirous of a long 
life to have sex as often 
as possible. Doing so, he 
says, “helps activate the 
self-healing powers of the 
body.” Kaplan suggests 
that men generally enjoy a 
shorter life soan than 
women because their fear 
of being loving and open 
“hinders the release of 
these health-serving hor- 
mones.” He argues further 


that a man of seventy- 
three can have the sexual 
vitality of a thirty-seven 
year old provided he 
doesn't squander his 
testosterone. Kaplan there- 
fore warned against watch- 
ing too much television, 
implying possible links 
between TV viewing and 
lowered levels of the sex 
hormone. “TV inhibits the 
release of endorphins 
needed for sexual stimula- 
tion and pleasure,’ he 
says, adding that watch- 
ing television can send a 
couple’s love life into a 
downward spiral, with 
death sometimes follow- 
ing. The more sex you 
have, the longer you will 
live to have sex. bx 
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bush, to a waiting pussy that 
was dripping with love juices. 
As | sucked her tits and 
fingered her sweet cunt, she 
had one hand massaging her 
tits and the other on my hard, 
eight-inch member. She 
rubbed my cock harder as 
she came the first time. 

| moved closer to her so 
she could reach my cock 
better. She moved my hand 
off her pussy and started 
fingering herself. This sight 
got me hotter and harder. She 
came to a second orgasm 
and | helped her jack me off. 
Then, between moans and 
Squirms, she asked me to 
come all over her pussy. | got 
between her legs and placed 
my cock on her pubic hair. | 
started sliding up on her bush 
and down to her wet, moist 
pussy lips. We both climaxed 
at the same time and | shot 
my load all over the room. | 
sat up as she lay there 
recovering. | watched my 
come drip down her pussy to 
the crack of her ass. 

She rolled to her stomach 
and asked for a back and ass 
massage, which | did 
willingly. After a couple of 
minutes she rolled over and 
started rubbing my penis 
between her tits. My cock 
sprang to life again and, 
using the sperm from my 
previous load as a lubricant, | 
slid my shaft up and down 
her cleavage. Each time | 
stroked she would press her 
heaving breasts together, 
engulfing my red-hot mem- 
ber. It drove me wild, and 
when she saw my member 
start to throb, she pulled it into 
her mouth where | shot a 
stream of warm come. 

She told me to lay on my 
back because she wanted to 
have another orgasm or two. 
| did and she laid my tired 
member on my stomach and 
sat her pussy on it. Then, 
using a sliding action, she slid 
up and down my shaft. As 
she got turned on, her nipples 
got hard and she offered 
them to my awaiting mouth. 
She stroked and moaned as 


my member rose to attention 
again. | came first, then she 
moaned real loud. Her body 
tightened up and the orgasm 
was so powertul that she rose 
off me and | could actually 
see her love juices flood from 
her cunt and splash on my 
cock and pubic area, up to 
my stomach. 

Both of us were exhausted 
as she fell down into my 
arms. Now sometimes we 
have a “no entry” session 
even when we've got plenty 
of rubbers! —PD., Orlando, 
Florida 


The First Time Ever 

| Saw Your Tits... 
Everybody remembers the 
firsts in their lives, and we 
always remember the best of 
something. | know everybody 
always remembers his or her 
first fuck, whether it’s with a 
new partner or the first time 
ever. 

My most memorable first 
fuck with a new partner came 
in 1985. | had just moved into 
a new apartment complex 
that had been recommended 
to me by a friend. | had been 
over there often to visit with 
him and his wife, Alison, so | 
knew firsthand what the 
apartments were like. On the 
occasions that | was at Bill 
and Alison’s house, she 
made it very evident that she 
was hot for me. Bill had told 
me what a hot fuck she was, 
and that she was always in 
the mood for sex, no matter 
where or when. Alison had a 
blinding set of tits and was 
Italian, with the dark looks that 
drive me wild. 

| spent a lot of time at their 
place during the summer and 
had the chance to see a lot 
of what Alison looked like, 
especially since she was 
always wearing the skimpiest 
of bathing suits, constantly 
bending over in front of me 
and giving me a good look at 
her tits. She was really proud 
of them and always wore 
things that showed them 
off—halter tops, tight T-shirts, 
things like that. Anyway, as 


long as she was going to 
show them to me, | was 
damned sure going to look at 
them! | had never seen a set 
of knockers as big as hers 
before. | often thought about 
what it would be like to fuck 
her, but didn’t think that | 
would ever get the chance. 

| got the chance sooner 
than | thought. | had to go out 
of town for a couple of weeks, 
and Alison agreed to feed 
my fish for me and water my 
plants. | got home a little 
sooner than | expected, and 
Alison was just walking out of 
my apartment when | drove 
up. She hugged me when | 
got out of the car, saying that 
she had missed me and was 
glad that | was back. She 
hugged me so close that | 
could feel every inch of her 
body pressing up against 
mine, especially those mon- 
strous tits. 

Alison and | talked for a 
couple of minutes when she 
said that she would be right 
back and got up to head for 
the bathroom. She was only 
gone a couple of minutes, 
and when she came back in 
the room | thought that she 
was on her way out. | got up 
to walk her to the door. While 
we stood there, she told me 
how much she liked me and 
that she was glad to have me 
as a friend. | told her that | 
was glad to know her too, and 
that | sometimes thought of 
her as a little sister. She 
smiled up at me and said, 
“Well, | hope you don’t mind, 
but little sister wants to kiss 
big brother.” 

Before | could react, she 
wrapped her arms around 
my neck, pushed her body 
up against me, and planted 
her warm, full lips on mine. 
She held me so closely that | 
could feel the large mounds 
of her breasts pressing 
against me as she began 
grinding her hips against 
mine with a slow, sensually 
circular motion. My cock 
immediately began to grow, 
and when she felt this she 
moaned and ground her 
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pubic mound against it, 
kissing me even deeper and 
harder. | had no choice but 
to put my arms around her 
and kiss back. 

To be honest, that’s really 
all | wanted to do at the time! 
She finally let go of my lips 
and held her head back, 
smiling up at me with a look 
on her face like the hungry 
cat about to devour the 
canary. “Brothers and sisters 
don't kiss like that,” | said. Her 
smile got even bigger and 
she ground her hips against 
me again, saying, ‘I’m not 
your sister!” 

Then she planted another 
kiss on me, this time reaching 
for my now rock-hard cock. 
She grabbed it with her right 
hand and gave it a good, 
hard squeeze, and then 
rubbed it with the palm of her 
hand. Wanting to get out of 
the doorway, | broke off the 
kiss and led her down the 
hallway to where it opened 
into the living room. That was 
as far as | got, because at 
that point she stopped, drew 
me to her and said, “I’ve got 
to have you!” With that, she 
began kissing me again, 
while at the same time 
working on my belt and jeans. 
What the hell, | thought. Why 
not? There’s more room on 
the floor anyhow! | started 
untucking the tail of her T-shirt 
and she lifted up her arms so 
it could come off. | tossed it 
on the floor and started 
working on the fasteners of 
her bra; it too hit the floor. In 
front of me were the most 
beautiful tits | had ever seen. 
She pulled her shoulders 
back and thrust her breasts 
out at me, a devilish smile on 
her face. “Do you like ’em?” 
she asked. 

“lll say!” was all | could 
manage. Before me were the 
biggest, most magnificent 
pair of tits | had ever seen. 
They were large and 
rounded, with just a little bit 
of sag because of their 
weight. They stood out 
proudly from her chest and 
were capped with large, fairly 
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dark areolae. In the center of 
each was the firmest, biggest 
nipple | had ever seen and 
have not seen again to this 
day. She certainly had good 
reason to be proud of her tits! 

Waking up out of my 
daydream, | grabbed her tits 
in both hands as | kissed her. 
| massaged the warm, soft 
flesh between my fingers, 
pulling on the nipples. This 
excited her even more than 
she already was, and she 
was soon hot enough to boil 
water! She worked on my 
jeans again and in no time 
had my pants down and my 
cock in her hands. As | pulled 
on her tits, she pulled on my 
cock, and we worked each 
other into an extreme state of 
sexual passion. 

Finally | could take no 
more. | had to fuck her, and 
right away! “Get down on the 
floor,” | said, and she was 
down on her back in a flash. 
Before | could say anything, 
she was taking off her jeans... 
She had them unfastened 
and off of her body before | 
could just step out of mine, 
which she already had down 
around my ankles! | stood 
over her and looked down at 
her. | took in her flat, firm 
stomach and her long legs. 
Her pussy hair was thick and 
dark and, as | watched, she 
opened her legs wide, 
showing me her pussy. 
Wetness gleamed on the 
outer lips which were fully 
opened, and her inner pussy 
lips were just as pink and just 
as wet. She had trimmed her 
cunt hair so she could wear 
her skimpy bathing suit, and 
this only served to make it 
easier to see her pussy now 
that she was naked. She held 
her arms out to me and, ina 
throaty whisper, said, “Please 
fuck me!” 

| got down on my knees in 
a flash. She immediately 
hooked her feet in my legs 
behind the knees, and as | 
positioned my cock for entry, 
she held her lips up to me 
and wrapped her arms 
around my neck. Her tunnel 


was hot and slick, and the 
head of my prick went in 
easily. | pushed to drive it 


~home, but couldn't get any 


more in! Before | could say 
anything, Alison whispered in 
my ear, “I’m always tight like 
this at first. Just Keep pushing 
it in! lll take all that you can 
give me!” So | pushed, and a 
little at a time my cock slid 
into her. It took a couple of 
strokes, but when | was in her 
all the way, | found myself in 
the tightest cunt | could 
imagine! She was as tight as 
a virgin, and | could feel every 
inch of her as | slid in and out. 
Knowing that | wasn't going 
to last long in a cunt as tight 
as hers, | was determined to 
make the best of it while | 
could. She obviously knew it 
wasn't going to be long 
either, and she started 
thrusting against me, meeting 
my thrusts with her hips. 

| was holding myself over 
her in the push-up position 
looking down at her, and she 
was smiling up at me as she 
ran her hands over my chest. 
“God, you're tight!” | said. 

“You haven't seen any- 
thing yet!” she replied, “So 
come down and let me show 
you!” She pulled me down, 
wrapping her arms around 
my neck. | put my hands 
under her ass to lift her and 
drive deeper into her, and 
she lifted her legs and 
wrapped them around my 
waist. Squeezing her ass- 
cheeks in both hands, | drove 
as deep into her as | could. | 
felt my balls bump against 
her ass as | hit bottom on her. 

To my surprise, she 
squeezed me with her pussy 
muscles so tightly that | 
almost couldn't pull out! She 
set up a rhythm where she let 
me drive deep into her and 
would squeeze my cock with 
her pussy as | pulled it out. | 
had never felt anything like 
this in my whole life! | 
continued fucking her like 
this, driving deeply into her 
while she squeezed my cock 
on the way out. She was 
squeezing it so tightly that it 
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Slime Rhymes and 
Dirty Verses 
“Fucking’s the end and 
cause of the human state, 
and Man must fuck or God 
will not create.” 

These lines weren't 
lifted from the latest heavy 
metal or rap record, but 
from a 1750 essay by 
John Wilkes, a Member of 
the British Parliament, 
addressing the hypocrisy 
of the Jesse Helmses and 
Tipper Gores of his own 
day. 

Other examples, cited 
in The Orrible Synne: A 
Look at London Lechery 
from Roman to Cromwel- 
lian Times show how 
colorful the classics of 
English literature can be. 
In the mid-1600s, the 


ate 


Earl of Rochester penned 
this popular rap: 
/ rise at eleven, 
/ dine at two 
| get drunk before seven, 
and the next thing | do 
| send for my Whore, 
when, for Fear of the Clap 
! come in her Hand and | 
spew in her Lap. 
Then we Quarrel and 
scold till | fall fast asleep; 
when the Bitch growing 
bold, | 
to my Pocket doth creep; 
she slyly then leaves me— 
and to Revenge my Affront 
at once she bereaves me 
of money and cunt... . 


CONTINUED ON FOLLOWING PAGE 


SLIME RHYMES & DIRTY VERSES — 
CONTINUED FROM PREVIOUS PAGE. 
Nilliam Shakespeare 
_makes references to dicks 
and cunts throughout his 
plays. Even Hamlet talks 
of “cunt-ry matters”: 

Hamlet: Lady, shall | lie 
upon thy lap? 

Ophelia: No! my Lord. 

Hamlet: | mean, my 
head upon your lap. 

Ophelia: Ay! my lord. 

Hamlet: Do you think | 
mean country matters? 

Ophelia: | think nothing. 

Hamlet: That's fair 
thought to lay between a 

~ maid's legs! 

Earlier still, in the 
fourteenth century, the 
Wife of Bath in Chaucer's 
Canterbury Tales tells her 
husband“... for 

_certayne, old Dotard, by 
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your leve ye shul haue 
queynt right y-nough at 
eve...’ ("... for certain, 
old Dotard, by your leave 
you shall have cunt right 
enough this evening . . .’). 
Just how far back the 
Gores and Helmses will 
have to look for “accept- 
able” literature is uncer- 
tain. These last lines are 
part of a longer tradition. 
The Roman poet, Horace, 
spoke of the good old 
days—before the Trojan 
War—as,... ante 
Helenum cunnus teatorer- 
rima belli causa... . Or, 
“the time before Helen's 
cunt caused the war.’'b= 
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made sucking sounds as it 
came out. Our motions got 
stronger and faster, and | 
knew that we were both on 
the verge of coming. 

She could stand it no . 
longer. ‘Hang on, lover, I’m 
gonna come!” she breathed 
in my ear, and no sooner had 
she spoken the words than 
she erupted. Her pussy 
grabbed me tighter than ever, 
and she pulled my cock into 
her with the heels of her feet 
on my ass. She squeezed 
my cock over and over again 
with her talented box, and a 
shower of fluid ran out of her, 
coating my balls. As her 
orgasm finally subsided, she 
said, ‘Now it’s your turn, 
lover!” 

| took my Cue and resumed 
thrusting into her with long, 
deep strokes. | held her ass 
firmly in my hands, and with 
each stroke drove my cock all 
the way into her. It didn’t take 
long. | felt my balls contract 
and she felt my cock thicken 
just slightly. She grabbed me 
hard with her cunt, and that 
triggered my orgasm. | 
shoved my cock into her so 
hard my balls made a slap 
as they hit her ass and the 
first of many streams of white, 
hot come blasted from the 
end of my cock into the hot 
folds of her pussy. With each 
spasm of my dick she 
squeezed me with her pussy 
muscles, literally milking the 
come from me. Spurt after 
spurt jetted from me, and | 
filled her tight pussy to 
overflowing. She threw her 
head back and moaned 
loudly, her eyes closed, as 
she sucked the come from 
me. 

Finally, the soasms sub- 
sided, and the flood of 
seminal fluid stopped. Still, 
she held me inside her, 
locking me in place with her 
arms wrapped around my 
neck, her legs locked around 
my waist and my prick 
clutched within her pussy. 
We stayed like that until my 
cock softened and she let it 
slip out of her. | lifted myself 


off of her and rolled away. 
She rolled over and lay on top 
of me, mashing her tits 
against me. She kissed me 
deeply but quickly, and right 
before she got up to get 
dressed she said with a sly 
smile on her face, “Don't 
make any plans for tomorrow, 
because it’s my turn to be on 
top!” —Name and address 
withheld 


He Knows That Beth 

Will be Better the Second 
Time Around 

| would like to share a past 
experience with all Penthouse 
Letters readers. 

One night a few months 
ago my parents were out of 
town, So my now ex-girlfriend, 
Beth, a beautiful blonde with 
huge tits, nice big nipples 
and the best tasting pussy 
any guy would love to eat, 
was bringing two of her 
friends over for dinner. They 
got to my place an hour late, 
so | was pretty pissed off. 
When they finally did show 
up we got into a major fight 
and | told them to get the hell 


out. After eating all the food, | 


decided to go to bed. 

Well, as luck would have tt, 
the phone rang and it was 
Beth. She said she missed 
me and wanted to come over 
for some fun. Still a little 
pissed off, but always 
wanting to fuck this hammer- 
queen, | said Okay and that 
the door would be unlocked. 
The next thing | knew this 
awesome blonde was stand- 
ing in my doorway with the 
hottest negligee | have ever 
seen, and my dick was 
instantly hard. She came over 
to me and turned me on my 
back, massaging me with 
some cream and biting me 
very lightly all over. It was a 
total turn-on. — 

She kept nibbling on my 
whole body and then finally 
started sucking my dick. | 
was going crazy. | couldn't 
take it anymore and pulled 
her legs around into a 69. Her 
blonde bush hovered over 
my face and | buried my 


tongue as far as It could go. 
For the next ten minutes | 
gorged myself on the 
best-tasting pussy in the 
world. She was bucking like 
crazy getting ready to come. 
When | flioped her on her 
back and kept on sucking, 
she started furiously working 
her clit while | continued to 
tongue her vagina. She came 
all over my face. Her sweet 
juices tasted great! Now that 
she was sufficiently lubed, | 
fucked her doggie-style, 
which is her favorite. | was 
pumping hard and fast when 
we both came together. 
Although | haven't seen her 
in months and | hear she is 
getting married, | miss her 
and that sweet-tasting pussy, 
and | hope someday to have 
one last roll in the hay, one 
last time with my face buried 
in her cunt. She was and 
always will be the best sex 
partner | ever had.—W-.S., 
Atlantic City, New Jersey 


Now That He’s Older He 
Just Wants to Hold ’Er 

| write to you about an 
experience | had recently 
with my next door neighbor, 
Mrs. Jones. Mrs. Jones Is a 
small woman in her mid- 
forties with beautiful brown 
hair, dark brown eyes, small 
breasts and a tight little 
bottom. She is a single 
mother who has lived next 
door to me my entire life. My 
fascination with her began in 
the sixth grade when | was 
playing in the house with her 
son, Ted. No visitors where 
Supposed to be in the house 
while she was at work, and 
when her car pulled in as she 
got home from work, | rushed 
to hide. 

The only bed with enough 
floor space to crawl under 
was the one in her bedroom. 
As | lay under the bed, | saw 
her feet walk into the 
bedroom. She sat on the bed 
and took her shoes off. | saw 
the skirt she was wearing fall 
to the floor, followed by the 
pantyhose and bikini briefs. 
As you can guess, | was 
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getting nervous and could not 
believe my eyes. Fortunately 
for me, she put on a gown 
and headed for the 
bathroom. When | heard the 
shower start, | scurried from 
underneath the bed.and out 
of the house. 

For six years | fantasized 
about that experience and 
maybe even seeing more of 
my best friend’s hot mama. 
Two weeks ago, | came home 
from college and went next 
door to see Ted. Mrs. Jones 
invited me in and told me that 
Ted would not be home from 
college for several days. 

We started talking and | 
mentioned that she seemed 
tense. She explained that she 
had had a difficult week at 
work, so | offered to massage 
her back to relieve the 
tension. She lay on the living 
room floor and | slowly started 
working the muscles in her 
back. My dick was hard in 
seconds. | worked my hands 
down her back and she 
seemed to be enjoying it, so | 
moved my hands to her skirt 
and massaged the top part 
of her butt. She seemed to 
be completely removed from 
her body at this point so | 
moved up her back and 
placed my hands under her 
shirt. | then took the big step 
of unsnapping her bra. By 
this time, she was getting 
turned on, but didn’t want to 
show tt. 

| began rubbing her sides, 
brushing against her breasts. 
Her hips were beginning to 
wriggle a little, and | placed 
my hands on both sides, 
underneath her chest, Ccup- 
ping her little breasts. She let 
a small gasp escape but 
didn’t turn over or stop me. 

| moved to her skirt and 
unzipped it from behind. | 
couldn't believe what was 
happening but | knew | was 
going to get everything | 
could. As | rubbed her ass, | 
slipped a finger in her pussy 
and then touched her clitoris. 
She immediately began 
coming. At this point she 
rolled over and with glassy 
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eyes said, “Please fuck me 
now.” 

| tore off my jeans and took 
out my now rock-hard dick. 
She purred that it had been 
So long since she had had 
sex. She was wild-with lust. | 
positioned the tip of my cock 
between her pussy lips, and 
her steaming vagina literally 
sucked my member inside. 
She began moaning and 
bucking, coming for the 
second time. | brought her to 
three more orgasms before | 
finally came. 

Now, whenever | visit Mrs. 
Jones, | get to do more than 
just watch! —Name and 
address withheld 


Home From the School 

of Hot Rocks 

It was a weekend never to be 
forgotten. | headed home to 
my parents’ house for the 
weekend after a hard week 
at college. Halfway home | 
realized that no one would 

be home until after five 
o'clock; but | knew that my 
girlfriend, Andrea, was at 
home, anxiously awaiting my 
arrival. The thought of her 
began to motivate my tool. | 
shifted position to give it room 
to grow. When | got into town, 
| headed straight for Andrea's 
house. 

Within moments after 
getting her back to my house, 
| had her on my couch and 
was getting very hot. | began 
caressing her boobs until her 
nipples were at full erection. 
She had on a small halter 
which tied in back. | grabbed 
the strings and, with one 
quick jerk, it fell to the floor. | 
slowly ran my tongue across 
the crevice of her soft 
breasts. | had her so stirred 
up that she reached over and 
grabbed my engorged mem- 
ber. She slid my pants off to 
give it better attention. 

My mind was spinning. | 
bent over and asked her if 
she would like to go upstairs. 
Before she could reply, | had 
her in my arms and was 
fleeing out of the room. My 
folks’ water bed was great. | 


had her down to her birthday 
suit and gently set her down. 

| slid my tongue across her 
navel and then to her love 
tunnel. | teased her juicy lips, 
parting them with my index 
finger and eyeing her cute . 
gams. She began to shudder, 
and droplets of come began 
to run down my cheek. She 
begged me to fill her with my 
stout, eight-inch cock. 

| played with her small but 
firm tits until she could take 
no more. She grabbed me 
by the dick and pulled me on 
top of her. In five deep 
thrusts, | shot my scalding 
load well inside her pussy. 

By now it was four-thirty, 
and my mom was due home 
soon. But | knew that we had 
time for one fast, furious fuck. 
This time she was the 
aggressor. | lay back as she 
brought her rich, full lips to 
my limp dick. Slowly, she 
Sluroed me back to another 
throbbing erection and then 
climbed up and sat down on 
Tom, our pet name for my 
prick. We screwed for what 
seemed like ten minutes as 
she guided herself up and 
down like a piston on my 
dong. Finally | shot off again, 
and we quickly dressed and 
went downstairs, just minutes 
before my mom arrived from 
work. 

It was about ten that night 
before we got our next 
chance to feel each other's 
body. We were on a sofa in 
the living room, watching 
television, while on the other 
sofa slept my dad, worn out 
from his day at work. My mom 
was upstairs so we didn't 
have to worry about her. After 
some preliminaries, | quickly 
got down to business as | 
pulled her jeans down and 
mounted her doggie-style. | 
pumped hard and drove for 
everything | was worth while 
my dad continued to sleep. 
Suddenly he stirred, so we 
slowed down for about ninety 
seconds. Then we picked 
back up, and | shot jism 
everywhere, moaning aloud. 
As | pulled out and Andrea 


“| pulled her 

jeans down and 
mounted her 
doggie-style. | 
pumped hard dnd 
drove for 
everything | 

was worth’ 


| “Carol smiled 
stroked 

my prick and 
said, ‘Okay, 
big boy, shove 
that dart up 
my bull’s-eye” 
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pulled her britches back on, 
Mom came walking down the 
stairs. Needless to say, we 
have cooled down when we 
we're at my house. But next 
week my parents are off to 
New York on a business trip. 

| know where I'll be! —Name 
and address withheld 


Recently my college room- 
mates and | purchased a 
dartboard for our room. We 
were sexually frustrated 
because of an unfortunate 
dearth of delicious dames 
and because the few foxes 
we knew were conceited 
bitches. So, as avid readers 
of Penthouse Letters, we 
posted pinups over the 
bull’s-eye and fired away, 
taking out our frustration on 
the thighs, tits and bushes of 
the gorgeous gals over whom 
we continuously drooled. 

One Saturday night, after | 
had just returned froma _ 
grueling game of squash, | 
was ready to jump into the 
shower when Carol, our 
voluptuous, stuck-up neigh- 
bor, came in wanting to talk 
to me about our physics 
homework. She was wearing 
a tight pair of white gym 
shorts, which almost revealed 
her red bush, and a very tight, 
white T-shirt, which gave me 
a beautiful view of her 
nipples. My heart, needless 
to say, started intense 
palpitations, and my prick 
was throbbing. 

Meanwhile, besides the 
stereo, all | had on was a 
towel. Immediately after Carol 
walked in, | tried to cover up 
the pinup on our dartboard, 
for the gorgeous gal was 
lying spread-eagled in an 
inviting fashion. | didn’t want 
Carol to think that we were a 
bunch of S&M freaks. 

Carol saw my hasty action 
and made me move aside. 
She flashed me an inviting 
smile and then proceeded to 


scrutinize my robust phy- 


sique. My eight-inch cock 
was hard as could be, its 


circumcised head peeking 
out from the towel and staring 
at Carol with its lidless eye. 
This prompted Carol to 
remark, while she was looking 
and pointing at the dartboard, 
“So, you well-hung stud, you 
seem to like to stick it to girls 
on paper. Why don't you try 
to stick it to me?” 

“My pleasure,” | replied. 

Carol shut the door behind 
her and grabbed the towel 
from around my body. She 
hustled me into my bedroom, 
stroking my erection all the 
way. We started French- 
kissing passionately, and 
after about ten minutes Carol 
was out of her playsuit. Her 
love juices were flowing all 
over our thighs. We then lay 
down on my bed. | almost 
shot my load as my cock 
practically jumped out of its 
skin. Carol sat me down on 
her face, even swallowing my 
balls. 

| kept pumping away on 
Carol’s mouth until | shot my 
wad. She swallowed every 
drop. Then she instructed me 
to lie down on my back and 
she sat on my face. | had the 
feast of my life, sampling the 
most delicious love offerings 
imaginable. | ate and ate and 
she had three of the most 
powerful orgasms that | have 
ever seen. She came all over 
my face, and we both 
cherished every minute of it. 

We both lay there moaning 
deliriously. Carol smiled, and 
after a few more minutes of 
passionate kissing and sam- 
pling, she stroked my prick 
and begged, “Okay, shove 
that dart up my bull’s-eye!” | 
needed no more encourage- 
ment. | hopped on her and 
gave her my all. While | was 
wickedly thrusting my dick 
into her luscious love forest, 
Carol urged me on, yelling, 
“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck my 
brains out, David!” We must 
have fucked for an hour in 
every position possible, and 
we both came many times. 
We were both on the verge 
of exhaustion, and the room 
smelled of our love juices, a 


most pleasant aroma. 

| was ready to continue 
performing my duty on Carol 
when she told me that she 
wanted to shower with me, 
since that was what | was 
going to do in the first place. 
We ended up fucking while 
standing up in the shower. 
The shower head added the 
wonderful effect of a 
pulsating vibrator. What a 
night! While my roommates 
were out getting high and 
heady, | was getting a 
reasonable amount of head 
myself. 

After our shower, we were 
both pretty well spent, and 
we started playing darts. We 
goofed off until late into the 
night, shaving one another, 
putting on one another's 
clothes and even going to a 
deserted field and fucking in 
the snow. Our love organs 
were now beyond repair, so 
we decided to sleep it off. 

The next morning was 
Sunday, and we made love 
again. This time Carol 
brought her roommates, and 
| brought mine. Needless to 
say, Carol and | were the star 
attraction, because we had 
had a practice session the 
night before. 

| never knew that darts 
were an effective way of 
picking up girls. Now | know 
better. —Name and address 
withheld 


Serendipity is defined in 
Webster’s dictionary as “the 
faculty of finding valuable or 
agreeable things not sought 
for.” In other words, a 
pleasant surprise. The letters 
above tell of such experi- 
ences. Maybe you, too, have 
unexpectedly had a sexual 
good time. Why don’t you tell 
us about it! Perhaps the other 
participant(s) of the event will 
recognize it and even give 
you a Call! Now, wouldn't that 
be serendipitous? Give them 
an opportunity to see your 
letter by sending it to: 
Penthouse Letters, Dept. DM, 
1965 Broadway, New York, 
N.Y. 10023-5965. 
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A cunning Edwardian 


bachelor knew exactly what 


to say and do to get 


a maidenly former lover back 


in the sack with him 


A MAN WITH A MAID 


A Man With a Maid is the quintessential 
Edwardian erotic novel, incorporating the 
rich gamut of sexual themes stereotypi- 
cal of the literary era (1901-1910) inspired 
by the libertine lifestyle of the King of 
England himself. A Man With a Maid is a 
classic of such proportion that it, along 
with Parisian Frolics and “Frank” and |, 
deserves to be the book to which all other 
works from this period be compared. 

A simple narrative of pure libidinal fan- 
tasy, itconcerns the amorous adventures 
of Jack, a well-to-do Edwardian bachelor 
in London who decides to seduce Alice, 
a woman who had previously jilted him. 
Luring her into his secret boudoir, he 
converts her into a willing disciple of sex- 
ual indulgence. Satisfied with the results, 
Alice decides to take like measures with 
her maid, Fanny, who, once indoctrinated, 
joins in the conversion of a mutual friend, 
the widow Connie Blount. Subsequently, 
Jack and his three lady confederates turn 
their combined attentions to sexually en- 
lightening others in their social circle. 

The bibliography of A Man With a Maid 
is surprisingly difficult to compile. So clas- 
sic a book should have been reported in 
all twentieth century erotica references, 
but this is not the case. When it is men- 
tioned, neither author nor date of first 
publication is given. Though currently avail- 
able in many editions, it seems to have 


been genuinely scarce until the sixties. 


The restricted collections of the British 
Library and Bibliotheque Nationale, as 
well as the 1936 Rose Register of Erotic 
Books, list the same single edition: two 
volumes in one, two hundred and seventy- 
six pages, no date and imprinted with 
“The Erotica Biblion Society of London- 
New York.” Kearney’s annotations in The 
Private Case: An Annotated Bibliography 
(1981) date this described edition as circa 
1935. He includes a note that the original 
should be circa 1895, since the title page 
of an “1896” novel (Parisian Frolics) indi- 
cates it to be from the same author (who, 
incidentally, French court papers record 
the first prosecution against to have been 
in Paris in December, 1914). Since the 
real first edition of Parisian Frolics was 
circa 1912, and a 1920s short title cata- 
log of a private American erotica library 
lists a three hundred and fifteen page 
edition of A Man With a Maid (with no 
further information), 1895 seems too early. 
Fortunately, another collector left behind 
a note that his copy of the book had 
printed on the cover “H.W. Pickle and 


Co., Publishers. Upper River Street, Liv- 
erpool, 1908.” It was two volumes of one 
hundred and nineteen pages and one 
hundred and ninety-six pages, and was 
“printed in Paris.” This would make the 
novelcontemporary with similarturn-of-the- 
century erotic novels such as “Frank’’ 
and / (1902), and Sadopaedia (1907). 
One could expect it emanated from H.S. 
Nichols and his pornographers who are 
responsible for the bulk of English lan- 
guage, sex-themed books of the day, 
such as Maudie, Pleasure Bound and the 
Mr. Howard series. 

Readers of modern erotic fiction fre- 
quently encounter nonstop streams of sex 
acts requiring Herculean stamina of all 
involved. What a surprise, then, for to- 
day’s readers of this novel, for it recog- 
nizes eroticism as, first and foremost, a 
psychological and not physical sexual phe- 
nomenon, though its expression is re- 
plete with ritualistically acted out customs 
and ceremonies. 

A Man With a Maid still has many 
elements we would expect from the typi- 
cal erotic story—seduction, group sex, 
lesbianism and wonderfully creative uses 
for ordinary furniture and household im- 
plements. But mixed in is maidenly shy- 
ness juxtaposed with multitudinous 
shrieks of pleasure, adding an additional 
element of psychological sexual tension. 

Despite its basic sexual theme, the 
book has little graphic description of ac- 
tual sexual activity. Instead, displays of 
emotion and anticipation accomplish erotic 
appeal, while the sex act becomes a sec- 
ondary reinforcement of the book’s eroti- 
cism. There is charm and an almost gen- 
tle levity to its proceedings, with sen- 
sibilities rather than bodies being the pri- 
mary targets. The action is slow, me- 
thodical, well-structured and builds upon 
itself, with raw emotional responses evolv- 
ing into psychological self-stimulation con- 
comitant with physical pleasure. Sexual 
ecstasy follows, along with a newly found 
appreciation for the sensual effects of 
simultaneous physical and mental sexual 
stimulation. New initiates become willing 
participants and active instigators for fur- 
ther randy adventures as they discover 
sex is literally a game that all participants, 
male and female, can unabashedly en- 
joy. lf ever there was a charmingly playful 
erotic novel, this is it. 

The novel was also quite inventive for 
its time, taking into consideration the 
authors use of erotic applications for then 
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recent technologies (such as electricity). 
Gentle variations on old themes that are 
positively new and refreshing even today 
fill the book. No wonder it served as the 
model for three pastiche sequels, a fea- 
ture erotic movie, The Wicked Victorians, 
and parts of the play Oh! Calcutta. Any- 
one who has read the book’s feather- 
tickling scene will never forget it! 

Here, then, is a scene from A Man 
With a Maid where Jack finally receives 
into his arms the previously shy, demure, 
maidenly and now suitably excited Alice. 
—C.J. Scheiner, M.D. 


Thus, at last, Alice and | found ourselves 
together naked on the couch! Side by 
side on our backs, we lay in silence, my 
left hand clasping her right, till she had 
regained her composure a little. 

As soon as |.saw she had become 
calmer, | slipped my arms round her 
and, turning on my side towards her, | 
drew her tenderly to me, but still keeping 
her flat on her baek. | kissed her lips 
again and again ardently, murmuring lov- 
ingly between my kisses, “My little wifie! 
My wee wifie!”—noting delightedly how 
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her downcast face brightened at my adop- 
tion of her fantasy, and feeling her re- 
spond almost fondly to my kisses. 

“May | learn something about my 
wifie?” | whispered as | placed my right 
hand on Alice’s maiden breasts and be- 
gan feeling them as if she was indeed 
my bride! Alice smiled tenderly, yielding 
herself to my caprice and quivering anew 
under the voluptuous sensations com- 
municated to her by my inquisitive fin- 
gers! “Oh! What little beauties! Oh! What 
darling bubbies!” | murmured amidst 
fresh kisses! Alice was now beginning 
to look quite pleased at my using her 
own pet name for her treasures and com- 
menced to enter almost heartily into my 
game. | continued to fondle and squeeze 
her luscious breasts for a little longer, 
then carried my hand lower down her, 
but suddenly arrested it, then whispered: 
“May |?” 

At this absurd travesty of a bride- 
groom's chivalrous respect to his bride, 
Alice fairly laughed (poor girl! Her first 
laugh in that room that day!), then gaily 
nodded, putting up her lips for more 
kisses! Overjoyed to see her thus forget- 
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ting her woes, | pressed my lips on hers 
and kept them there, punctuating with 
kisses the feignedly timid advance of 
my hand over her belly, till it invaded the 
precincts of her cunt! “Oh! My darling! 
Oh! My sweetheart! .. . Oh! My wifie! 
' | murmured passionately as my 
fingers roved wantoniy all over Alice's 
cunt, playing with her hairs, feeling and 
pressing insidiously its fleshiness, toying 
with her slit but not penetrating it! Alice 
was all the while abandoning herself freely 
to the lascivious sensations induced by 
my fingerings, jogging her buttocks up- 
wards, wiggling her hips, ejaculating 
“Ah!” and “Oh!” in spite of my lips be- 


“ing glued to hers and nearly suffocating 


her with kisses! 

After a few minutes of this delicious 
exploration of the most private part of 
Alice’s body, | stooped my finger at her 
orifice! ‘Pardon me, sweet!” | whispered, 
then gently inserted It into Alice’s cunt 
as far as | could, as if to assure myself 
as to her condition, all the time smother- 
ing her with kisses. Keenly appreciating 
the comicality of my proceedings in spite 
of the serious loverlike air | was assum- 
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senses of sight and touch, wondering 
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“! left her to indulge in her 


whether she knew that 
the fire she was exciting would 


have to be extinguished”’ 


ing, Alice laughed out heartily, uncon- 


sciously heaving herself up so as to meet 
my finger, slightly opening her thighs to 
allow it freer access to her cunt. My 
tongue took advantage of her laughter 
to dart through her parted lips in search 
of her tongue, which she then sweetly 
resigned to my ardent homage! “Oh, 
wifie! ... My wifie!...” | murmured, as 
if enchanted to find her a maid! “Oh! 
What a delicious cunny you have! So fat! 
So soft! So juicy! Wifie! ... Oh, wifie!” | 
breathed passionately into her ear as | 
agitated my finger inside her cunt, half 
frigging her and stopping her protests 
with my kisses till | saw how | was excit- 
ing her! “Little wifie,” | whispered with a 
grin | could not for the life of me control— 
“Little wifie! Shall |... make you come?”’ 

In spite of her almost uncontrollable 
and self-absorbing sexual irritation, Alice 
laughed out, then nodded, closing her 
eyes as if in anticipation of her now fast- 
approaching ecstasy! A little more subtle 
titillation and Alice spent blissfully on my 
ministering finger, jerking herself about 
lasciviously and evidently experiencing 
the most voluptuous raptures and trans- 


ports ever! : 
| waited till her sexual spasm had 
ceased. “Wifie!” | whispered, rousing 


her with my kisses, “Little wifie! Oh, you 
naughty girl! How you seemed to enjoy 
it! . . . Tell me, wifie, was it good?” She 
opened her eyes and they met mine, 
brimming with merriment. She blushed 
rosy red, then clasped me in her soft 
arms and kissed me passionately, mur- 
muring, “Darling! Oh, darling!” —then 
burst out laughing at our ridiculousness! 
And so we lay for a few delicious mo- 
ments, clasped in each other's arms. 

Alice, now rosy red with suppressed 
excitement and lust, quickly raised her- 
self to a sitting position at my side. | took 
her dainty hands in mine, she yielding 
them rather coyly, turned on my back 
and opened my legs. | guided her right 
hand onto my prick and her left to my 
testicles, then left her to indulge and sat- 
isfy in any manner she saw fit her senses 
of sight and touch, wondering whether it 
would occur to her that the fire she was 
about to excite in me would have to be 
extinguished in her self, as before long 
it would be! j 

For certainly half a minute, Alice in- 
tently inspected my organs of genera- 
tion, leaning over me and supporting her- 
self by placing her right hand on my 
stomach and her left on my thigh. 


Presently she steadied herself on her . 


left hand, then timidly, with her right hand, 
she took hold of my prick gently, glanc- 
ing curiously at me as if to note the effect 


of the touch of her soft hand on so exeit- 
able a part of my person, then smiling 
wickedly and almost triumphantly as she 
Saw me quiver with pleasure! Oh, the 
exquisite sensations that accompanied 
her touch! Growing bolder, she held my 
prick erect and gently touched my balls 
with her slender forefinger, as if to test 
their substance, then took them in her 
hand, watching me eagerly out of the 
corners of her eyes to note the effect on 
me! | was simply thrilled with the pleas- 
ure! For a few minutes she lovingly played 
with my organs, generally devoting a 
hand to eacn, but sometimes she would 
hold my prick between one finger and 
thumb while with her other hand she 
would amuse herself by working the loose 
folds of skin off and on the knob! At 
another time she would place my prick 
between her soft palms and pretend to 
roll it. Another time she seized a testicle 
in each hand, oh, so gently, and sweetly 
caressed them! As it was, | had to exer- 
cise every ounce of my self-control to 
prevent an outbreak! 

Presently | said quietly but significantly, 
“Little wifie, may | tell you that between 
husband and wife kissing not only is 
sanctioned but is considered even laud- 
able!” Alice laughed nervously, glanced 
quickly at me, then with heightened color 
looked intently at my prick, which she 
happened at that moment to be grasping 
tightly in her right hand, its head protrud- © 
ing above her thumb and fingers, while 
with her left forefinger she was delicately 
stroking and tickling my balls! After a 
moment's hesitation, she bent down, 
squeezed my prick tightly (as if to pre- 
vent anything from issuing out of it), then 
softly kissed its head! Oh, the delicious 
sensations as her lips touched my prick! 
Emboldened by the success of her ex- 
periment, Alice set to work kissing my 
balls sweetly, then passed her lips over 
the whole of my organs of generation, 
showering kisses on them, but favoring 
especially my balls, which had for her a 
wonderful attraction, burying her lips in 
my scrotum and (I really believe) tongu- 
ing them! Such attentions could only end 
in one way! Inflamed almost beyond en- 
durance by the play of her sweetly irritat- 
ing lips, my prick became so stiff and 
stark that Alice, in alarm, thought she 
had better cease her ministrations, and 
with blushing cheeks and a certain 
amount of trepidation, she lay herself 
down alongside of me. 

By this time | was so mad with lust | 
could hardly control myself, and as soon 
as Alice lay down | seized her in my 
arms, drew her to me, showered kisses 
on her lips, then with an abrupt move- 
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ment, | rolled her over onto her back, 
slipping on top of her! 

Gripping her tightly, | got my stiff and 
excited prick against the lips of her cunt, 
then pushing steadily, | drove it into Alice, 
burying its head in her! Despite the rapid 
movements of her buttocks and hips, | 
made another thrust, entering still further 
into her cunt. Suddenly | felt something 
give way inside her and my prick slid 
well up her cunt. 

Oh! My exultation! At last | had Alice. 
| lay still for some seconds so as to allow 
the interior of her cunt to stretch a bit, 
but | was too wrought up and mad with 
lust to remain inactive long in such sweet 
Surroundings. 

With a final thrust, | sent my prick well 
home, Alice’s hairs and mine interweav- 
ing. She shrieked again! Then, agitating 
myself gently on her, | began to fuck her, 
first with steady strokes of my buttocks, 
then with more rapid and uneven shoves 
and thrusts, she quivering under me, over- 
whelmed by her emotions and by the 
strangely delicious pleasure that the move- 
ments of my prick inside her cunt were 
arousing in her! Alice no longer strug- 


gled, but lay passive in my arms, uncon- - 


sciously accommodating herself to my 
movements on her and involuntarily work- 
ing her hips and bottom, instinctively yield- 
ing to the promptings of her now fast- 
increasing sexual cravings by jogging 
herself up as if to meet my down thrusts! 

Shall | ever forget my sensations at 
that moment? Alice, the long-desired 
Alice, the girl of all girls, the unconscious 
object of my concupiscence—Alice lay 
underneath me, tightly clasped in my 
arms, naked, quivering, her warm flesh 
throbbing against mine, my prick lodged 
in her cunt, her face in full sight, her 
breasts palpitating and her bosom heav- 
ing in her agitation, unconsciously long- 
ing to have her sexual desires satisfied. 
| could no longer contro! myself! Clasp- 
ing her yielding figure still more closely 
against me, | let myself go—thrusting, 
ramming, shoving and agitating my prick 
spasmodically in her, | frenziedly set to 
work fucking her! A storm of rapid tumul- 
tuous jogs, a half-strangled “Oh! .. . Oh! 
_.. Ohl...” from Alice, and | spent 
deliriously into her, deluging her with my 
hot discharge, at the same moment feel- 
ing the head of my prick christened by 
the warm gush that burst from Alice as 
she also frantically spent, punctuating 
the pulsations of her discharge by volup- 
tuous upheavings of her wildly agitated 
bottom! 

| remained master of myself notwith- 
standing my ecstatic delirium, but Alice 
fainted from the sexual eruption for the 
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first time legitimately induced within her! 
My warm kisses on her upturned face, 
however, soon revived her. When she 
came to herself, still lying naked in my 
arms and harboring my prick in the freshly 
opened asylum of her cunt, she begged 
me to set her free! But she had not yet 
extinguished the flames of lust and de- 
sire which her provocative personality 
and appetizing nakedness had kindled, 
and which she had stimulated to white 
heat by the tender manipulations and 
kisses she had bestowed on my testicles 
and prick! The latter still remained ram- 
pant and stiff and burned to riot again 
within the deliciously warm and moist 
recess of Alice’s cunt—while | longed to 
make her expire again in the sweet ago- 
nies of satisfied sexual desire, and to 
witness and share her involuntary trans- 
ports and wondrous ecstasies as she 
passed from sexual spasm while being 
sweetly fucked! 

So | whispered amidst my kisses: “Not 
yet, Alice, not yet! Once more, Alice, 
you'll enjoy it this time!”—then began 
gently to fuck her again. 

| had thrown my arms over hers. | 
whispered, “Hug me tightly. You'll be 
more comfy now, Alice!” She did so. 
“That's much better, isn’t it?” | murmured. 
She tearfully smiled, then nodded af- 
firmatively, putting up her lips to be 
kissed. 

“Now just lie quietly and enjoy your- 
self,’ | whispered, then began to fuck 
her like a piston, with slow and steady 
thrusts of my prick up and down her 
cunt! At once Alice’s bosom and breasts 


commenced to palpitate under me, flut-’ 


tering deliciously against my chest. Exer- 
cising the fullest control | possibly could 
bring to bear on my seminal reserves so 
as to prolong to the utmost extent my 
voluptuous occupation, and that Alice 
should have every opportunity of indulg- 
ing and satisfying her sexual appetites 
and cravings and of fully tasting the de- 
lights of copulation, | continued to fuck 
her steadily, watching her blushing up- 
turned face and learning from her tell- 
tale eyes how she was getting on. Pres- 
ently she began to agitate her hips and 
jog herself upwards, then her breath 
came and went quickly, her eyes turned 
upwards and half-closed, a spasm con- 
vulsed her—she spent! | stopped for a 
moment. After a few seconds, Alice 
opened her eyes, blushing rosy red as 
she met mine. | kissed her lips tenderly, 
whispering, “Good?” She nodded and 
smiled. | resumed. Soon she was again 
quivering and wriggling under me, as a 
fresh wave of lust seized her. Again her 
eyes closed and again Alice spent bliss- 
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| fully! | saw that | had now thoroughly 


roused her sexual desires and that she 
had surrendered herself to their domina- 
tion and that they were imperiously de- 
manding satisfaction! | clasped her 
closely to me, whispered quickly, “Now, 
Alice, let yourself go!” And set to work 
in real earnest, thrusting rapidly and ram- 
ming myself well into her! 

Alice simply abandoned herself to her 
sensations of the moment! Hugging me 
to her, she agitated herself wildly under 
me, plunging madly, heaving herself furi- 
ously upwards, tossing her head from 
side to side. She seemed as if overcome 
and carried away by a torrent of lust and 
madly endeavoring to satisfy it! | could 
hardly hold her still. How many times she 
spent | do not know, but her eyes were 
constantly half-closing and opening again 
as spasm after spasm convulsed her! 
Suddenly she ejaculated frenziedly: 
“Now! ... Now! Let me have it! .. . Let 
me have it all! ... ” Immediately | re- 
sponded! A few furious shoves and | 
poured my -boiling essence into Alice, 
spending frantically in blissful ecstasy! 
“Ah! ... Ah! ...” she cried, quivering 
rapturous transports as she felt herself 
inundated by my warm discharge! Then 
a paroxysm swept through her, her head 
fell back, her eyes closed, her lips 
opened and she spent convulsively. 

She fainted right away! It had been 
too much for her! | tried to bring her to 
herself by kisses and endearments, but 
did not succeed. So | drew my prick 
cautiously out of Alice’s cunt and sprin- 
kled her face with water when she soon 
came to. | assisted her to rise, as she 
seemed half-dazed, and supported her 
as she tottered to her alcove, where she 
half fell into a low chair. | brought her a 
glass of wine which she drank gratefully 
and which greatly revived her. Then | 
saw that she had everything she could 
want: water, soap, syringe and towels. 
She asked me to leave her, adding she 
was now all right. Before doing so, | 
stooped down to receive a kiss. Alice 
threw her arms round my neck, drew my 
face to hers, then kissed me passion- 
ately, quite unable to speak because of 
her emotion! | returned her kisses with 
interest. 

Presently Alice whispered, “May | 
dress now?” | had intended to have 
fucked her again, but | saw how over- 
wrought she was. Besides that, the after- 
noon was late and there was just enough 
time left for her to catch her first train 
home. So | replied, “Yes, dear, if you 
like. Shall | bring your clothes here?” She 
nodded gratefully. | carefully collected 
her garments and took them to her, then 
left her to herself to dress. 

In about a quarter of an hour Alice 
appeared, fully dressed, hatted and 


gloved. | threw open the doors and she 
passed out without a word, casting a 
long, comprehensive glance round the 
room in which she had passed so memo- 
rable an afternoon. | called a hansom, 
placed her in it and took her to her sta- 
tion in comfortable time for her train. She 
was very silent during the drive but made 
no opposition when | took her hand in 
mine and gently stroked it. As the train 
started, | raised my hat with the custom- 
ary salute. 


One evening, Alice and | met at the house 
of alady hostess who placed us together 
at the dinner table. | naturally devoted 
myself to Alice afterwards in the drawing 
room. When the guests began to depart, 
our hostess asked me if | would mind 
seeing Alice home in my taxicab, which 
of course | was delighted to do. Strangely 
enough the possibilities of a tete-a- 
te'te did not occur to me; and it was only 
when Alice returned to the hall cloaked 
and veiled and our hostess had told her 
that | had very kindly offered to take her 
home in my taxi that the opportunity of 
testing her real feelings was suggested 
to me by the vivid blush which, for a 
moment, suffused her face and elicited 
a sympathetic but significant smile from 
our hostess, who evidently thought she 
had done us both a good turn. And so 
she had, but not in the direction she 
fondly thought! 

The taxi had hardly begun to move 
when we both simultaneously seemed 
to remember that we were alone together 
for the first time that afternoon. Over- 
come by some sudden inspiration, our 
eyes sought each other. In the dim light, 
| saw Alice's face working under the rush 
of her emotion, but she was looking at 
me with eyes full of love and not of anger; 
she began to cuddle up against me, 
perhaps unconsciously, at the same time 
turning her face up as If seeking a kiss. | 
could not resist the mute invitation. 
Quickly | slipped my left arm round her, 
drew her to me (she yielding to me with- 
out a struggle), pressed my lips on hers 
and fondly rained kisses on her mouth. 
“Jack!” she murmured lovingly. | felt her 
thrill under my kisses, then catch her 
breath and quiver again! | recognized 
the symptoms. Promptly | slipped my 
right hand under her clothes and touched 
the sweet junction of her belly and thighs. 
My fingers began to attack the folds of 
her chemise through the opening of her 
drawers in their feverish impatience to 
get at her cunt! “Jack! Oh, Jack!” Alice 
again murmured as she pressed herself 
against me as closely as she could, while 
at the same time, she began to open her 
thighs slightly as if to facilitate the opera- 
tions of my ardent fingers which, just at 
that moment, succeeded in displacing 
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the last obstacle and were now resting 
on her cunt itself! 

Alice quivered deliciously at the touch 
of my hand on her bare flesh as | gently 
and tenderly stroked her cunt, playing 
lovingly on its moist, palpitating lips and 
twining her hairs round my fingers. But 
as soon as she felt me tickle her clitoris 
(time was short and we were quickly 
nearing her room, besides which it would 
have been cruel to have aroused her 
sexual passions without satisfying them), 
she threw all restraint to the winds and 
madly agitated her cunt against my hand, 
wriggling divinely as | set to work to frig 
her. Soon came the first blissful ecstasy. 
A delicious spasm thrilled through her 
as she spent deliriously on my fingers, 
then another, and another, and yet an- 
other—till, unable to spend any more, 
she gasped brokenly, ‘Stop, Jack! .. . | 
can't... go on!” She was utterly ab- 
sorbed in the overpoweringly exquisite 
sensations of the moment and the deli- 
cious satisfying of the longings and crav- 
ings which had been tormenting her. It 
was full time that we stopped, for the taxi 
was now turning into the street in which 
she lived. 

Quickly (but reluctantly) | withdrew my 
hand from Alice’s cunt, now moist with 
her repeated spendings, and | just 
managed to get her clothes into some 
sort of order when the cab stopped at 
her door. | sprang out first and assisted 
Alice. 

“I'll see you right into your rooms so 
that | may be able truly to report that | 
have faithfully executed the orders,” | 
said laughingly, more for the benefit of 
my chauffeur than of Alice. 

“Thanks very much!” she replied qui- 
etly, and having collected her wraps, | 


followed her into the house and up the 


staircase to her apartment on the first 
floor, carefully closing the door after me. 

Alice threw herself into my arms in an 
ecstasy of delight. | rather think that she 
expected me to take the opportunity to 
fuck her—and gladly would | have done 
so, as | was in a terrible state of lust; but 
| always hated “snatch-fucking” and if | 
stayed with her long enough for to un- 
dress and be properly fucked, it might 
arouse suspicions that would damage 
her reputation. 

So after a passionate embrace, | whis- 
pered, “Il must not stop here, darling; 
when will you come to lunch?” 

Alice blushed deliciously, instantly com- 
prehending the significance of my invita- 
tion. “Tomorrow!” she murmured, hiding 
her face on my shoulder. | 

“Thanks, sweetheart, then tomorrow! 
Now get to bed and have a good night's 
rest. Good night, my darling!:’ After a few 
more passionate kisses, | left her and 
rejoined my taxi. 
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Provocative 
Playtoys: 


How to order them 
without embarrassment. 


How to use them 
without disappointment. 


If you've been reluctant to purchase sensual 
aids through the mail, the Xandria Collection 
would like to offer you two things that may 
change your mind: 


1. A guarantee 
2. Another guarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy. Should 
you decide to order our catalogue or prod- 
ucts, your transaction will be held in the 
strictest confidence. 

Your name will never (never) be sold or 
given to any other company. No unwanted, 
embarrassing mailings. And everything we 
ship to you is plainly packaged, securely 
wrapped, without the slightest indication of 
its contents on the outside. 

Second, we guarantee your satisfaction. 
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection 
is the result of extensive research and real- 
life testing. We are so certain that the risk of 
disappointment has been eliminated from 
our products, that we can actually guarantee 
your satisfaction — or your money promptly, 
unquestioningly refunded. 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

Itis a very, very special collection of sensual 
aids. It includes the finest and most effective 
products available from around the world. 
Products that can open new doors to pleasure 
(perhaps many you never knew existed!) 

Our products range from the simple to the 
delightfully complex. They are designed for 
both the timid and the bold. For anyone 
who’s ever wished there could be something 
more to their sensual pleasure. 

If you're prepared to intensify your own 
pleasure, then by all means send for the 
Xandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue. 
It is priced at just four dollars which is 
applied in full to your first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing 
to lose. And an entirely new world of 
enjoyment to gain. 


The Xandria Collection, Dept. LE1190 
P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131 


Please send me, by first class mail, my copy of the 
Xandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue. Enclosed is 
my check or money order for four dollars which will be 
applied towards my first purchase. ($4 U.S., $5 CAN., 
£3 U.K.) 


Name 

Address 

City 

State Zip 

Iam an adult over 21 years of age: 


(signature required) 


Xandria, 874 Dubuque Ave., South San Francisco 94080. 
Void where prohibited by law. 


LWE!L 


PARTY WITH A GROUP = ONE on ONE 
PERSONAL MESSAGE EXCHANGE 


1-900-990 


NO CREDIT CARD NEEDED 


$1 per min / $2.50 first min only 
YOU MUST BE 18 
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SETH MORGA} 


The tale of a wandering, Chinese man 
intent on gratifying his senses and those 
of every woman he meets. The story of 


smart-ass kid who falls in with the wrong 
crowd, and keeps falling until he ends up 
ticking off his days behind bars. Those 
are the two offerings reviewed this month 
as we begin a new feature, the Pent- 
house Letters Bookshelf. In all, rich pick- 
ings from both the east and west. —C.F. 


THE CARNAL PRAYER MAT 
By Li Yu 
Translated by Patrick Hanan 
Ballantine Books, 336 pages, $8.95 
“He thrust and counterthrust in pitched 
battle, then insisted on withdrawing from 
the palace and driving into the lair. . . 
after only ten strokes she suddenly went 
into convulsions and cried out in great 
agitation, ‘Faster darling faster.’ Vespe- 
rus thrust furiously and waited while she 
finished her orgasm, then resumed thrust- 
ing. If he knows a woman’s depth, he will 
know how far to advance and retreat; if 
she knows his length, she will know how 
to meet and return his thrusts.” 
Welcome to the world of The Carnal 
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Prayer Mat, arediscovered, seventeenth- 
century Chinese paean to erotic literature 
and moral atonement. At the center of 
things is Vesperus, the most handsome 
and well-endowed of men. He, along with 
his wife, Jade Scent, and his alluring 
concubines, Fragrance, Cloud, Flora and 
Jade Pearl, embarks on a three-year odys- 
sey of lust. Individually and collectively, 
they indulge in every fantasy imaginable. 
In this lively picaresque, rapture is all. 

As a rule, erotic fiction mines forbidden 
terrain. In ancient China—unlike in 
Europe, which concentrated much of its 
wrath on defloration—adultery was the 
more grievous sin, violating a key Confu- 
cian social obligation: the sacred union 
of a husband and wife. Raw, unrestrained 
licentiousness, such as the promiscuous 
Vesperus enjoys, was re- 
warded with punishment 
and repentance. 

Buddhism is the as- 
cetic alternative to liber- 
tinism. In the next life, 
author Li Yu assures us, 
we pay for sins commit- 
ted in this one. Given this 
attitude, it’s little wonder 
that Chinese libertines 
were often, as in The Car- 
nal Prayer Mat, the ob- 
jects of satire. 

Until Judgment Day, 
however, the pleasures 
are nevertheless enor- 
mous and the copulation 
never-ending. The Carnal 
Prayer Mat derives its sex- 
ual power from several 
factors. Most obvious, of 
course, is the relentless 
quantification of sex. The 
book also betrays an ob- 
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session with women’s sexuality, as well 
as an extraordinary emphasis on sexual 
stamina and penis size. The novel man- 
ages to be at once vulgar, erotic, didactic, 
direct, and extremely entertaining. Each 
chapter begins with a matched heading, 
followed by a poem or song lyric reflect- 
ing on its theme; each chapter ends with 
a comic epilogue detailing Vesperus’s 
progress. 

The Carnal Prayer Mat is a decep- 
tively simple story with a neat twist. Vespe- 
rus, the stunning youth, has been asked 
to study Zen. Before agreeing to enter 
monastic life, he vows to indulge his prodi- 
gious passion for sex, setting out to attain- 
“enlightenment on the carnal prayer mat.” 
His sexual appetite is equal only to his 
love of beauty—only the most exqui- 
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site women will do. All fall for his abun- 
dant charms. 

To his virginal wife, he submits erotic 
paintings for review, offering to replicate 
the excitement. By contrast, the wives of 
other men are seduced by his expertise 
and unusually large member. He can and 
does sustain erections for hours at a 
time, able to satisfy the cravings of sev- 
eral women simultaneously. But there’s 
trouble in paradise. 

“A poem on lust will chill the lustful 
heart, and a tale of lechery hold the 
lecher back,” Li Yu writes. Vesperus is 
summoned home by his wife, Jade Scent, 
only to discover she has been abducted 
into prostitution. Fragrance, the mother 
of his twin daughters, has herself fled 


like sherry syrup pumping from both nos- 
trils. One rolled up eye bulged big as a 
pingpong ball. The other was sprung from 
its socket, hanging by optic fibers the way 
a button hangs from threads where once 
a doll’s eye smiled.” 

So get the hint—if this sort of thing 
upsets you, Homeboy is not your high. If, 
on the other hand, you can stomach a 
mouthful of the Tenderloin, you could do 
worse than to tuck into this big, gristly 
book. 

Our hero and homeboy, Joe Speaker, 
“a pale joker in his late twenties with 
slickedback hair, squashed nose, and a 
nervous smirk,” is a basically likable guy 
who’s gotten in over his head—way over 
his head. As Joe progresses from part- 


that she was legally 
J his, she belonged 
. to him, and in the 
F) darkness she was 


with another lover. The spirit of retribution 
is at hand. The way to enlightenment is 
Clear. 


time crook to full-time jailbird, he gets 
caught up in such underworldly delights 2 hisecpercteates 
as venal politics, big-league blackmail, a y "beter. 


ANONYMOUS 


Li Yu, an esteemed Chinese writer, 
was adept at penning tales of erotica, 
exploring the forbidden fruits of lust and 
desire. The Carnal Prayer Mat remains, 
among his works, an outstanding exam- 
ple of lively erotic fiction, linked to a strong 
Oral tradition. The prose is deliciously 
wrought, and though the sexual tech- 
niques enumerated are standard fare, 
the sexual commentary is provocative 
and invites study.—Aay D. Lester 


gangrenous criminal justice system, snuff 
films and murder freaks. Joe Speaker is 
no altar boy. 

But not everything in Joe’s world is 
rotten. Morgan has filled out this story 
with much of the paraphernalia of the 
standard, kid-gone-bad book: elements 
such as the father he never knew, the 
hooker with the heart of gold (a.k.a. the 
girl he left behind) and the last honest 
cop on the force. 


| She reached 

f new heights © 2 
of pleasure 
with each 


Beneath the ultrahip slammer patter, 
Homeboy is, in a way, an old-fashioned, 
even sentimental kind of tale. Its basic 


HOMEBOY 


passionate 
stroke 


by Seth Morgan 

Random House, 400 pages, $19.95 
Homeboy, the first novel by an ex-con 
named Seth Morgan, kicks in hard, like 
a vicious, literary drug. In its opening 
scene, a valley-girl hooker named Rings 
'n’ Things witnesses a murder by an over- 
weight porn czar. He’s left his victim in a 
horrible state, thusly described by Mor- 
gan: “Gloria girl lay on her back, blood 
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ingredients—love story, crime story, mo- 
rality play—are familiar ones. The differ- 
ence is that they’ve rarely been slung 
together with such gut-searing spiciness, 
such veracity or such conviction. Seth 
Morgan, whose author bio is a story in 
itself (rich kid falls from grace), seems 
like a credible witness. Homeboy deserves 
a fair hearing.—Richard Grant 


—— 


HOT STUFF 


Ever wonder what gives golden 
girls that special glow? Most likely it’s the amorous 
attention of a young stud 


Older women and younger men seem to hold a mutual attrac- 
tion for each other. A young man, insecure about his sexual 
ability or anxious to rid himself of his virginity, is attracted to an 
older woman’s sophistication and worldliness. An older woman, 
whose male contemporaries are long past their sexual prime, 
perceives a younger man as a tireless lover with incredible 
recuperative power who’s generally more than eager to please. 
As these letter writers will attest, older women seem to make 
the best lovers. What better way to learn one of life’s most vital 
lessons? 


Todd’s letter: For about two years now, I’ve had my eye on 
an older woman who lives across the street. When | say older, 
| mean she is almost fifty. | am just nineteen. She doesn’t look 
her age at all. She is really good-looking, with a great body and 
nice breasts. There is something about her that really turns 
me on. In my opinion, she is simply awesome. 

She does have a husband, which made me think my fantasy 
would have to remain just that. Whenever | saw her, | would 
imagine making love to her, but that’s all | could do. One day 
she caught me staring at her, and | acted as if | were looking 
at something behind her. She knew | was looking at her, 
though, by the bulge in my pants and the fact that there wasn’t 
anyone or anything else around. | was so embarrassed. | 
turned around and walked away, thinking to myself, What am 
| doing? She’s a married woman. 

Then, all of a sudden, she tapped me on the shoulder. As | 
whirled around, she stood there smiling and asked, “Why were 
you looking at me?” 

| froze. | didn't know what to say. “Oh...!wasn’t...1... 
| stammered. 

Then | couldn't believe what she said. “If you want to look 
at me, why don't you come to my place and get a good look!” 

If | hadn't been young and healthy, | swear | would have had 
a heart attack! It was hard to believe this was happening to 
me. All | could say was, “Yes!” 

When we got to her place | asked, “Where’s your hus- 
band?” She told me he was away for the weekend. | stood 
there and thought to myself, Why is this happening? This must 
be a dream. But, no, this was reality, and | smiled to myself. 

She told me to sit down, and a few minutes later she 
returned with a bottle of wine. We talked and drank for about 
ten minutes, then she asked again, “Why were you looking at 
me?” 


” 
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| figured |’d go for it, so | told her | had fantasized about her 
for two years. Then she said that some dreams do come true, 
and with that she gave me a long, wet kiss. | was So overcome 
by shock | just sat there. 

She smiled, took me by the hand and led me to her bea- 
room. By now | had such a raging hard-on | couldn’t wait to 
relieve it. | sat on her bed, and she knelt down in front of me. 
“lve always wanted to do this to young meat,” she said as she 
unzipped my pants and pulled them off. She licked her lips at 
the sight of my six and a quarter inches, which isn’t that big, 
but compared to the rest of me, it was. (I’m not a very big guy.) 

She began to lick along the length of my shaft, from the head 
to my balls. | lay back, and she slid it all the way down her 
throat. Now, I’d been given head before, but this was so much 
better because | had dreamed about it for so long. Her head 
bobbed up and down rhythmically. It seemed she couldn't get 
enough. She was getting really hot, too, because she had her 
hand down her pants all the while she was giving me such 
incredible head. 

When she had an orgasm, she sucked even harder and 
faster. | almost shot my load, so | pulled away and told her it 
was my turn to take charge. | kissed her neck and fondled her 
beautiful breasts while undoing her bra. When | began to lick 
her nipples, she moaned loudly, so | sucked hard and lightly 
caressed her other nipple. 

She was really hot now, so | pulled her pants off and slid her 
soaked panties to the floor. | laid her on the bed, then spread 
her legs and kissed along the insides of her thighs while she 
played with my hair. | finally quit teasing her and plunged my 
tongue into her steaming cunt. Licking and nibbling, she had 
another orgasm that shook her body incredibly. After a minute 
she got up and looked at me. “Are you ready?” she asked. | 
nodded and smiled. 

She laid me down on the bed and positioned herself over 
me. Starting at my feet, she kissed up my legs until her cunt 
hovered over my swollen cock. She kissed me lightly on the 
lips. “Are you a virgin?” she asked with a grin. 

“Yes,” | admitted shyly. 

“Oh, goody!” she giggled. She sat up, with her cunt hairs 


‘brushing my cock, reached behind her and gently grabbed 


my cock. Sitting up a bit, she guided my virgin cock into her 
steaming gash. | moaned with intense pleasure as she sat all 
the way down, engulfing my cock. She slowly moved up, then 
down. | was in paradise. As she went up, | went down, almost 
withdrawing all the way. Then she went down and | slammed 
up. She kissed me passionately. What timing and rhythm we 
enjoyed! | shot my load as she had her third orgasm, which 
shook her violently. She slipped off me and collapsed, as did 
|. Then she looked at me and said, “Is that what your fantasy 
was all about?” 

Something like that,” | smiled. Now I’m waiting for a repeat 
performance. 


Brian’s letter: | would like to share a most enticing encounter 
—well, | should say, a once-in-a-lifetime experience—with your 
readers. First, let me tell you about myself. I’m a college 
sophomore who loves women—every chance | get. |’m five 
feet ten inches and one hundred fifty pounds, with a muscular 
build. I’ve got dark brown eyes and brown hair, and am 
considered handsome. Enough about me, though—let me tell 
you about my encounter. 

English class began at nine-thirty in the morning—too early 
for someone who parties—but, nevertheless, my daily atten- 
dance was required. My English teacher, |’ll call her Mrs. Doe, 
was a Slim, well-dressed, cultured woman who was nearing 
her sixties. Even so, she still retained a youthful figure. In her 
younger days, | imagine she was gorgeous. She’s still a great- 
looking lady, but her looks weren't the intriguing factor. It was 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


her poise—the way she carried herself and the way she held 
her head when she spoke. Her movements around the class- 
room had oftentimes left me fantasizing about her in bed. 

But all | had were fantasies—until | failed to turn in a very 
important term paper one day. Her fury at me was academi- 
cally directed because the grade for the paper counted con- 
siderably toward my final grade. She told me to stay after class. 
| imagined the scolding | would receive, but | couldn't help 
thinking about her body and the way her anger made her even 
more beautiful. 

After class | followed her to her office. Her knee-length navy 
skirt and silk blouse covered her alluring charms, but | imag- 
ined what was underneath. My imagination was really racing, 
and it was tough walking since my cock hardened with each 
step. Upon entering her office, she flung her grade book 
against the wall and plopped down in her chair. My eyes were 
glued to her legs, which were visible to midthigh because of a 
slit in her skirt. 

Forgetting my situation, | positioned myself a little better to 
accommodate my hard-on. She began ranting and raving 
about the importance of meeting deadlines and applying your- 
self. She never even looked at me, which gave me time to 
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fantasize further about her body. Unexpectedly, she whirled to 

face me, and | was caught, with a bulging hard-on, staring at 
her legs and feet. | hadn’t even realized she’d moved until she 
stopped talking. Suddenly the blush on my cheeks was as 
evident as the bulge in my Levi's. 

Her next words were totally unexpected—my mouth must 
have dropped a foot. She said, “Do you want to learn what a 
well-rounded education is all about?” | was completely dumbfoun- 
ded; words escaped me. She advanced toward me and 
brushed lightly past me to shut and lock the door. All my 
fantasies had deserted me, but reality was staring me in the 
face. 

She stood at the door and slowly unbuttoned her blouse, 
revealing a lacy bra, which made her look soft and inviting. 
While removing her blouse she slowly began to tell me that 
students these days just weren't receiving the well-rounded 
education that they needed. She wondered_aloud if it were 
somehow the fault of the teacher. She instructed me to remove 
my shirt and shoes, which | did. From here on, her movements 
were fast as she ran her hands over my upper torso. She 
admitted that she had had fantasies about having me! 

The whole time | said nothing. | think | was just too shocked. 
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She admired my muscles with a light touch of her hands. 
Slowly they stroked my back and caressed my neck. Her lips 
met mine, and then | took over. | enveloped her in an embrace 
while my tongue fought hers. | removed her blouse and bra, 
and slowly moved down to her breasts. Her tits were small and 
firm, with silver-dollar nipples that strained to enter my mouth. 
My hands roamed down her body to her skirt bottom. Sliding 
my hand under her skirt, | caressed her shapely thighs and firm 
ass. She closed her eyes and leaned back against the desk. 
Finally, | pulled her skirt up. 

She had waist-high white panties that | pulled down ever so 
Slowly with my teeth. Her skin was soft and inviting—the smell 
of her musk enticed my nostrils with increasing fervor. | ate her 
Slowly and teasingly, running my hot tongue up her slit to her 
clitoris, which was almost buzzing with excitement. Her moans 
urged me on as | drove my tongue into her snatch with extra 
enthusiasm. This was just too good to be true! 

Through clenched lips she 
moaned how good it felt. | 
decided to move things along 
and began taking off her skirt 
and panties, leaving her to- 
tally nude. She was ecstatic 
with lust, and her grasping 
hands quickly undressed me. 
As she pulled off my under- 
wear, my cock bobbed 
lewdly. She returned to the 
desk and closed her eyes, 
and | helped position her on 
her desk. | asked if she 
thought | was a more well- 
rounded student now. She 
said | was definitely improv- 
ing. | looked at her lying there 
and asked, “Would you like 
me to fuck you?” 

With her eyes still tightly 
closed, she uttered just one 
word, “Yes.” | immediately 
sank all eight inches into her 
Snatch to wet my cock. As | 
drew it out she moaned that | 
should leave it in, but | wanted 
to give it to her doggie-style. 

| flipped her over easily and 
started rubbing her slit from 
behind. While fingering her 
clit, | slowly started to insert 
my cock. She started moan- 
ing passionately, which added to my excitement. | was dying 
to fill her up with the load that was churning in my balls. | slid 
my cock in inch by inch until it was in to the hilt. She began 
thrashing her head wildly, and | knew she was near orgasm. 
We both came at the same time in an explosive rush. Even 
though she was the oldest woman I’ve ever made love to, she 
was definitely the best. 


Ralph’s letter: As a twenty-year-old college student, | have 
had a variety of sexual experiences, but none as bizarre as the 
encounter | recently had. One day last week | went to visit my 
girlfriend, Mallory. | Knocked on the front door and, to my 
surprise, Mallory’s fifty-two-year-old divorced mother, Rita, an- 
swered the door dressed in a revealing nightgown. 

Rita is a sexy, Somewhat zaftig woman with huge tits that 
seem to defy gravity. She said that Mallory was out but was 
expected back shortly, and invited me in. She led me upstairs 
and | followed, still unaware of what was about to happen. | 
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thought she would let me wait in Mallory’s room, but instead 
she led me into her own bedroom. 

As soon as we entered the room, she turned around and let 
her nightgown drop to the floor, exposing her voluptuous body. 
While | stood there openmouthed, she began to undress me. 
As soon as she finished, she reached for a bottle of baby oil 
and spread it sensually over my entire body. | returned the 
favor, paying particular attention to her enormous breasts. 

By now we were both overwhelmed with desire. Rita dropped 
to her knees and began sucking my rock-hard cock. Her 
mouth caressed my cock with expertise, moving back and 
forth with an almost mechanical rhythm. Not long after she 
started, | shot my wad, and she made sure to get every last 
drop. She then lay on the bed, positioning a pillow under her 
ass. With a smile on her face, she slowly spread her legs. 

| sat down on the bed and began licking her huge tits, but 
she directed my head toward her drenched pussy. | teased 
her clitoris with my tongue as 
she groaned passionately. Not 
able to wait any longer, | slid 
my cock into Rita’s juicy slit. 

We moved back and forth 
in perfect rhythm, our oil- 
covered bodies keeping fric- 
tion to a minimum, while we 
grunted and sighed in ec- 
stasy. Rita asked if we could 
change positions, so | pulled 
out and flipped onto my back. 
Rita mounted my turgid mem- 
ber and rode me hard while | 
played with her giant tits. We 
both moaned so loud all other 
noise was drowned out. We 
came at the same time with 
such incredible passion that 
the whole room vibrated from 
the motions of the bed. My 
boiling love juices shot way 
inside her as she screamed 
with pleasure. While Rita fin- 
ished riding out her orgasm, 
there was a knock on the door. 
Mallory called out, “Mom, are 
you okay?” 

“Just fine,” she replied. “I'll 
be right out.” Rita turned to 
me, kissed me_ passionately 
and thanked me. Then she 
told me to wait right there. 
There was some hushed conversation outside, and when the 
door reopened, it was Mallory who stepped into the room. 

To my complete surprise, Mallory stripped off her clothes 
as if nothing had happened. Mallory is a beautiful dark-haired 
girl, with a perfect body and tits that rival her mother’s, as well 
as a neatly trimmed cunt. As | lay there unsure of what to say, 
Mallory mounted me. With her beautiful, tight cunt surrounding 
my cock, she rode me incessantly. Since | had just come, | 
was able to hold out as Mallory continued to pump up and 
down. We both shrieked and groaned with pleasure the entire 
time. As incredible as it may seem, Mallory and | also came at 
the same time. Although sex with Mallory was great, | must 
admit | enjoyed fucking Rita even more. 

For me, it had been the best night of my life. As | lay there 
exhausted, Mallory left the room. Not knowing what else to do, 
| put on my clothes and went home. My cock was still rock 
hard. Although none of us ever talked about that night, I’m sure 
it’s One none of us will soon forget. 
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OR 
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HAVE ALWAYS WANTED 
TO MEET 


HEAR PHONE ADS _ 
FROM PEOPLE OF 
EVERY LIFESTYLE 
WHO WANT TO 
MEET YOU 


LEAVE AN AD OF YOUR OWN 
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My friends were not exactly sup- 
portive. 

“Disney World is for kids, 
Elbert.” 

“Elbert, you nerd, why dont 
you go to St. Tropez or Lauder- 
dale, which | hear is, like, Thong 
City, U.S.A.?” 

“You like to watch, Elbert. You 
belong on the beach at Rio, 
where you can see more titties 
than on my Uncle Hally Hol- 
gamson’s Holstein Ranch.” 

They all thought | was going 
off the deep end, planning this 
trio to the Magic Kingdom. Either 
| was becoming some sort of per- 
vert, abandoning my apparently 
futile quest to have sex with an 
adult female in order to slaver 
after little girls riding in teacups, 
or else | had just plain flipped, 
exchanging my sex drive for the 
oleasures of amusement park 
rides. 

Little did my friends know, | 
had a plan. And by gosh, it was 
a doozy. 

No hot, jam-packed beaches 
for me, | figured. What fun is it to 
spot a bare breast in a field of 


bare breasts? Where's the chal- 
lenge in that? What sense of 
accomplishment could be had 
from getting laid where every- 
body gets laid? Where's the ad- 
venture? Where are the kicks? 
You see, | had this alternative 
vision of blazing a trail of drip- 
ping, steamy sex, a couple cou- 
pling where couples never cou- 
pled before. Me and Miss X on 
Mr. Toad’s Wild Ride, based on 
Kenneth Grahame’s The Wind in 
the Willows. Only we're making 
it even wilder. Although we are 
Strapped into our flivver, the sto- 
len car for which Mr. J. Thad- 
deus load traded the deed to 
his ancestral mansion, our hands 
are free. |-slide my hand up Miss 
X's skirt and under her panties — 
she’s wearing Donald Duck pant- 
ies, to be sure. Just behind Don- 
ald’s orange beak lies Miss X’s 
little clit, only it isn't so little by the 
time we're thirty seconds into 
the ride. It's growing and grow- 
ing aS were zigging and zag- 


There are certain times when you 
really don't mind seeing stars. 


Elbert wanted to ride her long and hard. 
Where better to take her than Disney World, where there 
are more rides than you can shake a magic wand at? 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


31 


NOVEMBER 1990 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


4 
A 


a _ 


ging our way to Nowhere in Particular. 

Under the machinations of my skilled, 
smooth middle finger—the one | saturate 
in Nivea cream each night and spend 
considerable free time each day working 
into vibratorlike shape, tapping §thirty- 
second notes to “Born to Be Wild” as | 
deliver the news—her clit grows bigger 
than Donald’s head! 

At speeds that would make the drum- 
mer from Steppenwolf’s head spin, | tap 
and vibrate that slick little orb. Miss X 
doesn't mind making a little noise here: 
it's practically expected of you. She 
makes little power-chord sounds as we 
wheel through the dark, past falling suits 
of armor, through haystacks and barn 
doors. | can't tell which of Miss X’s hip 
thrusts result from the flivver’s lurches 
and which derive naturally from Miss X. 

Our car is headed straight for an on- 
rushing locomotive! We'll be smashed 
to bits! Miss X screams, ‘Yes! Yes! It's 
coming, Elbert! Oh, yes. And it’s right 
on time!” 

And suddenly we're through, some- 
how past or right through the choo-choo— 
| confess, | closed my eyes—and out 
into the daylight, Miss X scrambling to 
cover up, me examining my middle fin- 
ger, red, hot and fragrant. 

“How's the ride?” asks some bozo in 
the line. | 

“| think she liked it,” | reply. Miss X, 
flushed and speechless, slumps beside 
me, looking dazed and confused. 


here was only one tiny flaw in this 
plan, one small hitch: finding Miss 
X. It's not every young lady who 
likes to try for orgasms on amuse- 
ment park rides. Few young women 
go to Disney World to get laid. The 
place has as much inherent sexual 
ambiance as the housewares aisle at 
Kroger’s. It’s not exactly Club Med. And 
I'm not exactly Mr. Universe. 

But it's been a dream of mine—sex in 
the Magic Kingdom—ever since | visited 
as a kid, despite our relative poverty. 
My folks had saved nearly eight hun- 
dred dollars toward braces for me—the 
doc had said he’d seen very few worse 
cases—but one night after a macaroni 
and Mogen David dinner my dad put it 
to me straight: “Elbert, tell you what, old 
buddy. Your mom and | know how you 
feel about the Magic Kingdom. Well, we 
can either keep saving and get you 
braces—iron straps you'll have to wear 
like tire chains for two or three years, 
everyone making fun of you during the 
prime of your youth—or we can take a 
four-day trip to Disney World right now. 
What do you say, pardner?” | 

| opted for Disney World, and now 
say everything a little funny, my conso- 
nants in particular. 
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Besides having an overbite like an 
advertisement for an awning company, | 
only top five feet if | stretch, and | weigh 
about the same as a stack of Sunday 
papers. | hold a management position, 
but if you press me, | have to say that 
means | get to lord it over all the other 
drivers at the Daily News. 

So where is a guy like me supposed 
to find a wild, ravishing partner who likes 
to do dirty things in teacups? 

| consulted my list of paper carriers. 
There was one on whom | had had my 
eye, about whom | had heard good 
things. Dirty things. 

Her name was Freda, a twenty-two- 
year-old community college student who 
had a motor route out near the county 
line. The story was that nearly every driver 
for the News had nailed this plump, juicy 
redhead once or twice. No one was sur- 
prised, however, when | let slip | hadn't. 
So one day when dropping off her pa- 
pers, | had words with her. Subtle, low- 
key words, presenting her options to her. 
Would she like to win a trip to the Magic 
Kingdom? There was only one catch. In 
this case, | said, it was a prize catch: 
me. She agreed on the spot, all smiles 
and freckles and baby fat, and | subse- 
quently arranged tt all. 

Freda Stelbee, thanks to me, won our 
fall Circulation Enhancement Competition, 
signing up a hundred and forty-three new 
Daily News subscribers, most of whose 
names were obtained by me from a 1974 
phone directory. 

The weeks that followed were pure 
heaven. | would say that they were a 
fantasy come true, except that the kicker 
was yet to come. 

When | would drop off Freda’s papers, 
we would talk about sights and rides. 
She couldn't wait to see Cinderella’s Cas- 
tle; | envisioned us playing house up in 
the Swiss Family Robinson's tree house. 
“Everything we need right at our finger- 
tips,’ John Mills proclaimed in the Disney 
screen version. To me that meant nip- 
ples and twat—what more does a man 
need? 

| would ply Freda with details about 
the park each time | dropped her papers 
off, detailing one ride or exhibit; then, as 
| drove my own route, I’d imagine the two 
of us on that ride. 

For instance, | envisioned us riding 
20,000 Leagues Under the Sea, in a styl- 
ized version of Captain Nemo’s sub, the 
Nautilus. AS we sit in the sub, along 
wooden benches, our faces pressed side 
by side to portholes, no one can see our 
hands. The ship's mate, who stands on 
a platform above and behind us, is far 


_ too busy delivering his commentary to 


notice when Freda pulls from her purse 
a battery-powered vibrator—known 
affectionately as Li'l Nautilus. 


“Minnie bends over, 

leaning out, waving back at the 
crowd. Before you can say 
‘See you real soon’ I'm on her 
and in her from the rear” 


For the sake of convenience, Freda 
has temporarily stowed the Donald Duck 
panties in her purse, and her thigh rubs 
mine as she edges forward on the bench 
and spreads wide enough for my hand 
and Li'l Nautilus. 

We are cruising just under the sur- 
face, past fishes and seahorses, kelp 
and clams. With the ambient noise all 
Subs make, no one can hear the steady 
hum of the mini-sub as it cruises be- 
tween Freda’s thighs. First | make some 
Surface runs, between canyon walls like 
fjords, her damp thighs. With each pass 
the hull slides slightly deeper between 
the dark, pink walls, through a saline 
wetness, still back and forth, its motor 
humming quietly. Soon, any little soldiers 
standing on deck had better get below, 
for we are preparing to dive. 

By this time, Freda has steamed up 
her porthole. Her eyes closed, she 
doesn't see the Lost City of Atlantis; she’s 
oblivious to our impending plunge under 
the polar ice cap. The Li'l Nautilus, how- 
ever, is about to plunge into more tropi- 
cal seas. 

Captain Nemo’s organ plays darkly in 
the background. The call comes: “Pre- 
pare to dive!” 

| lean to Freda’s ear. “Do you want 
me to dive, baby?” 

“Oh yes, Elbert. Please! | want you to 
dive. | want you!” 

| have some leverage here, so | use it. 


“You really want me to dive?” 


“Yes! Oh please, do it to me now!” 

“Then you have to say, ‘Captain 
Nemo, | want you to dive deep into my 
salt seas.’ Say it!” And then, God bless 
her, she says tt. 

“Captain Nemo, | want you to dive 
deep into my salt seas.’ What was the 
rest? ‘And | want it now’? ‘Take ’er down, 
captain’? Oh, Elbert, just fuck me, would 
you please?” 


Another early morning as | was cruising 
through town, | envisioned us sneaking 
into the storehouse behind the Magic 
Kingdom City Hall and swiping a couple 
of character costumes. 

Freda has told me that if she could 
be anyone, she’d be Donald Duck. She 
says she really does wear Donald Duck 
panties. But | knew better than to let her 
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“And then | come, continuing 


to pump Minnie, the crowd below 


waving and cheering. Spent, 


| wave back, thinking myself a 


real man among mice” 


dress up as Donald. His costume in- 
cludes this tirelike framework that extends 
from his knees to his ribs, giving him the 
kind of fat ass the cartoon character has. 
For my purposes, that simply would not 
do. 

There were only two characters that | 
wanted for us: Mickey and Minnie. And | 
knew why. While Mickey wears a kind of 
tuxedo, Minnie wears this short, short 
polka-dot dress with her bloomers show- 
ing underneath. 

Once garbed, we are anonymous—or 
in this case, anonymice. We stroll hand 
in hand out from City Hall and down the 
wide avenue toward Cinderella’s Castle, 
occasionally stopping to permit photo- 
graphs with kids and parents. | dont 
know why, but it’s a fact: teenage girls 
love to be photographed with large ani- 
mals, and | use this to advantage, letting 
my hand drop from a girl’s waist down 
to her ass, which she allows me to fondle 
because |’m so big and cute. 

“That’s some Mickey Mouse!” | hear 
one surprised girl say. 

But that’s just a warm-up. This is some 
Mickey Mouse, all right, and he’s a 
Mickey on a mission. 

He and Minnie make the cutest cou- 
ple as we pause hand in hand on the 
bridge to admire our trysting place. Cin- 
derella’s Castle is gorgeous, a fanciful, 
stylized structure with slender towers and 
lacy filigree work inspired by Renaissance 
France, as was the Neuschwanstein cas- 
tle of the mad Bavarian King Ludwig. | 
am grateful for my roomy, baggy pants. 
All those turrets, all those spires—God, 
they give me an erection! 

We work our way up the curving stair- 
case to King Stefan’s Banquet hall, the 
parapet-level restaurant, then duck into 
the secret elevator that | know will take 
us to the apartment originally meant for 
members of the Disney family, but never 
used. I’ve done my research, as you can 
see. 

No sooner do we break in than | am 
upon her. Before you can say “Why? 
Because we /ike you!” | have Minnie’s 
bloomers down to her ankles and then 
over her smooth, bulbous clodhoppers. 
She lies back on a couch and | kneel 
beside her, rubbing her belly and the 
tops of her thighs. 
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| stoke, Nautilus-like, between her 
thighs with one of Mickey’s three fingers, 
encased as it is in the oversized gloves, 
and it’s big, bigger than | am, but that’s 
not saying much. It works just fine—the 
smooth cloth running through Minnie’s 
furrow, then sliding right up inside her, 
the furry palm cupping her mound. 

“Oh, Mickey, your finger is so big and 
feels so good. Fuck me with your finger, 
Mickey. Fuck me.” 

After a while: “Oh, Mickey, eat me. | 
want you to eat me.” 

And | try, but Mickey’s head is all ears 
and all snout. He has a fat red tongue, 
but it’s tucked so far back under the 
snout it’s useless. This mouse has a 
worse overbite than | do. My own head 
is SO encased in the shell that my poor 
tongue remains no closer than shouting 
distance. The best | can do is rub her 
pussy with my bulbous black nose, but 
it fits about as well as a bowling ball. 
Freda tells me to take the head off, but | 
won't. Absolutely not. This is not Elbert 
and Freda, darn it all; this is Mickey and 
Minnie, and we'll just have to face the 
facts of life and the cold, indifferent facts 
of nature: a mouse cannot eat pussy. 

In this case, though, a mouse can— 
oh, sweet irony—fuck another mouse’s 
pussy, and that’s what | intend. With my 
pen knife | slice a hole in the front of my 
trousers, and out springs Big Luke. But 
just as I’m ready to plunge into Minnie 
she stoos me, springing up from the 
couch. 

“No, Mickey, not on the sofa,” she 
says as she heads for the windows. As | 
follow, Big Luke pointing the way like a 
witching wand, Minnie throws open a 
double window. 

“Here,” she says. “This is perfect.” 
We're way up there all right, looking down 
over our domain. Tomorrowland and 
Space Mountain; Main Street, U.S.A. with 
its shops; Adventureland and Frontier- 
land to our right; and below us the Castle 
Forecourt Stage, where a tour group has 
spotted us and waves. 

Minnie bends over, leaning out, wav- 
ing back. Before you can say “See you 
real soon” I’m on her and in her from the 
rear. Big Luke is stroking a smooth, 
steady rhythm, the polka-dot dress 
hoisted and bunched at Minnie’s waist, 
her haunches stretched taut. Minnie 
keeps waving—she’s making these little 
squeaking noises now—and Luke's get- 
ting the best fuck of his life—the only 
fuck of his life, actually. Prior to this, the 
closest he and | had ever come to get- 
ting laid was about three feet, the dis- 
tance between me—Mr. Chauffeur at the 
wheel—and my friend Chris, diddling his 
girl Jeannie in the back seat of an open 
convertible. 

But that was then and this is now, and 


Big Luke has had about all he can stand. 
Fucking Minnie Mouse from the rear in a 
tower of the Cinderella’s Castle at Disney 
World is just too much for the little guy. 
He’s ready to celebrate. 

A crowd below gazes up, pointing at 
us and waving. We hear a voice above 
the general hubbub. “Hey Mickey! Hey, 
Minnie! What are you guys doing up 
there?” 

They probably can’t hear me, | know, 
but | yell out for the sheer joy of it: “We're 
breeding!” 

“Fuck me, Mickey!” cries Minnie. 

“l’m going to fuck your furry little ro- 
dent brains out, Minnie!” | cry in return. 
And then | come. | come hard, continu- 
ing to pump Minnie, the crowd below all 
waving and cheering. Spent, | wave back, 
thinking myself lucky, thinking myself 
pretty studly, thinking myself a real man 
among mice. 


o | had it all planned, down to the 
last roller coaster, the last finger- 
fuck. As planned, Freda won the 
contest, the stuffy old publisher him- 
self making the presentation one 
afternoon in front of a small gath- 
ering in the cafeteria. When | tried 
to get Freda to sit down for a cup of java 
afterward, she blew me off, muttering 
something about having to go see her 
mother. 

When | delivered her papers the next 
morning she said she was rushed, had 
to go. 

For the next two weeks, there was 
always something, though she never 
failed to mention how great the trio was 
going to be and how much she was 
looking forward to it. | was too, though | 


~ was hoping to get to know her a little 


better before we went. 

Then one morning, she broke the 
news. Thanks for everything, Elbert, she 
said. You're a real sweet guy, she said. 
But ever since she was a little girl she 
and her mother had dreamed of the 
Magic Kingdom. 

And though she was sure she would 
have fun with me, and though she said 
she wanted to see me when she got 
back, she was taking her mom to Disney 
World, not good old Elbert, the world’s 
greatest chump. Sorry, Elbert. 

So here | sit on the beach at Lauder- 
dale, still a virgin. It’s kind of depressing, 
but | make the best of it. At night, from 
my second story window at the Pink Fla- 
mingo, | can see down into Room 106, 
and last night | watched a couple have 
what | can only imagine was the time of 
their lives. 

By day here on the beach, | can lie 
on my towel and watch the fauna. Geez, 
the tits here! And sweet cheeks! | swear 
to God, this place is Thong City, U.S.A.! 
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Foreign Tongue Twisters 
Keep This Soldier 
Standing at Attention 
| am currently in the air force, 
serving a tour in Belgium. 
Recently | soent a weekend 
in Brussels, where | attended 
a ZZ Top concert. While 
standing outside the concert 
hall waiting to enter, | saw the 
goddess of my dreams. She 
was about five feet five inches 
tall and weighed about one 
hundred ten to one hundred 
fifteen pounds. Thankfully, the 
clothes she wore left little to 
the imagination. | could see 
the large brown nipples of her 
firm tits as they poked 
through the mesh of her 
fishnet halter-top. Below that, 
the exposed dimple of her 
belly button rested on the flat 
slope of her stomach. 
Through the transparent 
fabric of her leotard bottoms, 
| saw her long, lithesome legs 
and the way her narrow 
thighs cradled a cleanly- 
shaved pussy. 

| knew | had to meet this 
girl. | also knew | had to have 
her, if only for a short while. 
My mind went crazy thinking 
of a way to bring us together. 
When she began to walk 
toward me with her tits 
bouncing, my nine-inch cock 
snapped to attention. | was 
disappointed when she 
walked past me. | thought 
that | had blown my chance, 
but a few moments later | 
heard someone whispering 
in my ear. It was her, asking 
if | needed a place to stay 
after the concert. | quickly 
replied yes. We didn’t speak 
much until the concert was 
over and we were on our way 
to her apartment. Even then, 
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CROWD SCENES 


we didn't need words to 
express the desires that were 
welling up inside us. 

We finally reached her 
apartment at the far side of 
town. Once inside she led 
me to the couch and, in 
broken English, offered me a 
drink. | accepted, thinking the 
liquor would calm my 
excitement. | was wrong. 

She sat down beside me 
and began to caress my 
upper thigh, slowly working 
her way to my throbbing 
manhood. While she was 
stroking my cock | began to 
remove her top. She stopped 
me, stood up, and began to 
do a striptease that had me 
both fascinated and excited. 
When she was naked, she 
quickly went to work 
undressing me. 

Once she had my clothes 
off, she began to give me the 
best head | have ever 
received. Suddenly, while 
she was sucking me to the 
greatest orgasm of my life, | 
felt another set of warm, moist 
lips on the back of my neck. 
It was her roommate, who 
was just as horny as my > 
goddess. While my first lover 
was slowly licking my shaft, 
her roommate forced me flat 
on my back and feverishly 
rubbed her tits all over my 
face. A few moments later, 
with my cock disappearing 
deep into my beauty’s wet 
warm throat and my mouth 
full of a swollen red nipple, | 
could no longer contain 
myself. | exploded, squirting 
my jism deep into her hungry, 
sucking throat. Moaning, she 
swallowed every last drop of 
my load. It was only a 
moment before the new 


arrival switched places and 
eagerly set about to bring me 
back to full mast. With this 
new expert tongue and its 
long, lingering strokes, | was 
more ready than | thought 
was possible. 

Once | was hard, she 
straddled my meat and 
began to ride vigorously up 
and down the length of my 
shaft. At the same time, my 
goddess lowered her pussy 
to meet my eager tongue. | 
licked and sucked her 
marble-hard clit, and her 
roommate reached around to 
fondle her tits as she 
continued to ride my cock. 
My new friends came 
suddenly and with such force 


that it made both of my heads 


spin. | drank deeply from one 
pussy while the other bathed 
my cock in her juice. But, this 
was only the beginning. We 
had so many orgasms 
throughout the night, | soon 
lost count. Afterward, we 
were all so exhausted that 
we fell asleep, tangled in 
each other's bodies. 

This was an unforgettable 
experience of answered 
prayer and fantasy come 
true. | will never be able to 
thank Uncle Sam enough for 
sending me on a European 
vacation.—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


A Club Sandwich Makes 
For a New Experience 

in Eating Out 
Sex-in-the-sauna stories are 
pretty common in these days 
of the corner health club, but 
here’s one that took me by 
surprise. | swim at a hotel’s 
health club on weeknights, to 
avoid the crowds. | was 


Polymorphous 
perverse 
permutations and 
combinations, 
described firsthand. 
if three is a 

crowd, what of 
four... or five? 


35 


LZTICTS 


Hate ab sir resrac ai ke Leth 77: 
 EEESPGAM TEES FR LAG 2 A SAAS CFR ANPP EI L1G a dyeing ed A Abn = 


Sy ali elsspdeaas eae Areata T a taasessasvaraisina salve tage vadieamenacaenen eta 


TT TETHER Tver Pret feNPerr eres raret mE ereereCrrmnrer rte erect rete pear crete 


READING AROUND 


Tits From Hell 

Big, firm, voluptuous 
breasts that continue to 
stand up even after death 
are getting crematorium 
owners “hot and both- 
ered,” reports the Sun. 
The crematorium owners 
aren't turned on, they're 
angry. 

Too often, it seems, the 
busty deceased who 
come to them are sporting 
fake boobs. And when 
ashes return to ashes, and 
dust returns to dust, 
silicone tits just melt into a 
gooey mess that clogs up 
the chimneys and has to 
be scraped off the grill 
and burners with a chisel: 


Not exactly how one might 
want to be remembered. 

Crematorium operators 
in southern California are 
especially concerned. Sus- 
piciously perfect, perky 
breasts seem to be 
proliferating in that region 
of the country. Implant fear 
is running high, and some 
operators are now hesitant 
about offering their serv- 
ices to well-endowed 
women. Flat-chested 
corpses have never been 
more popular. 

Funeral operators are 
uniting against these tits 
from hell. Lobbyists for the 
operators want death 
certificates to indicate 
whether breasts were real 
or man-made.f= 
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alone, finishing my laps, 
when Grant and Phyllis, an 
older couple I’ve seen there 
before, dove in. 

| was resting poolside 


when Phyllis surfaced with a 


big rush of water that forced 
her strapless top down to 
expose a hefty pair of 
bouncing boobs. She let out 
a surprised squeal as she 
paddled to the opposite side, 
laughing all the way before 
pausing to cover herself. 
She’s in her upper thirties and 
so is the size of her breasts. 
Her hips and ass have an 
extra little padding that, | 
think, most people would find 
appealing. 

While | watched as she 
pulled herself out of the water 
and then walked around the 
pool adjusting the suit on her 
swaying ass-cheeks, | fanta- 
sized about her powerful 
thighs humping me to 
oblivion. 

| was beginning to get hard 
when | saw Grant swimming 
over to me. 

“Enjoying the show, eh?” | 
must have looked embar- 
rassed because he quickly 
added, “It’s okay. My wife is 
a tease. Well, an exhibitionist 
really. | don’t mind. It's kind 
of a turn-on for us both.” By 
now, Phyllis had circled the 
pool and was sitting next to 
me, dangling her tempting 
legs very close to my own. 
She started rubbing her leg 
along my calf as her fingers 
played with the waistband of 
my swimsuit. | began to feel 
uncomfortable when her 
hand slowly moved around to 
rub my growing cockhead. 
Sensing this, Grant smiled 
and suggested that we retire 
to the sauna. “To be more 
comfortable,” he said, with 
an appreciative look at the 
seven-incher growing in my 
swim trunks. He didn't have 
to ask twice. 

Grant stood by the sauna 
door while Phyllis lay on her 
back and released her 


full-bodied boobs from the 


confines of her suit. 
“Go on, feel them,” Grant 


said. | put out a hand and 
caressed the firm roundness, 
lingering on her hard nipples 
as they sprang to attention. 
Phyllis pulled the crotch of her 
suit aside with one hand while 
she used the other to finger 
her juicy, pink clit. 

| watched for a minute, 
then leaned forward to 
tongue her hard nipples as | 
massaged her breasts. Grant 
pulled out his swelling, 
ten-inch cock while he 
watched me suck and pull at 
his wife’s jiggling mounds. 

With his prick in hand, he 
left his post at the door and 
kneeled next to his wife's 
head, anxious for her lips to 
part and accept his engorged 
cockhead deep into her 
throat. Her tongue reached 
out to lick the drop of 
pre-come from the crest of his 
spongy, purple head. She 
rolled the clear jism on the tip 
of her tongue before straining 
forward to engulf the 
monster-size cock with her 
mouth. 

Inch by inch, | watched as 
his shaft slowly disappeared 
down her willing throat. 

Aside from in films, I'd 
never seen a display of great 
cocksucking at such close 
range. It wasn’t long before 
Grant let loose with a low 
moan and strained forward 
as he splashed his come 
against the back of her throat. 
She eagerly swallowed his 
load, then squeezed his balls 
to make sure that she got all 
he had to offer her. 

By this time, | had worked 
down my trunks and was 
feverishly pulling at my own 
hard-on as | buried my head 
deeper in Phyllis’s heaving 
chest. | was surprised when | 
felt a pair of hands moving 
up my thighs. Soon, one 
gently cupped my balls while 
another moved my hand 
away and took a firm grip on 
my shaft. | made no protest 
as | allowed Grant to take 
over. 

| couldn't stop him. | didn't 
want to. He held me firmly 
and pumped my cock with 


the knowledge of what a man 
likes. Soon | felt a wet warmth 
slipping around my cockhead 
and | was in his mouth. He 
moved smoothly up and 
down on my straining cock. 
I've had many interesting, 
even great blowjobs, but 
never one that felt so much 
like pussy. His hand rubbed 
behind my sack as he felt me 
coming. Phyllis watched 
intently while her fingers 
danced in the wet folds of her 
slit. 

“Suck my nipple,” she 
moaned, ‘Please, suck me 
now!” | sucked hard as | felt 
myself let loose, shooting my 
load into Grant’s mouth. 
Hungrily, he drank my seed. 
Phyllis cried out, shaking with 
her own orgasm, as Grant 
finished the job of sucking 
me dry. 

| had an awkward feeling 
when | was alone with Grant 
in the shower after our sauna 
suck-fest. It was all so new to 
me. 

But who knows what might 
happen if Phyllis gives me a 
super blowjob and Grant’s 
ten inches of meat is waving 
in front of my face. | guess 
we'll just have to take another 
sauna together to find 
out.—PH., Chicago, Illinois 


Her Southern Hospitality 
Has Him Longing For 

a Rocky Mountain High 
Watch out for those sweet- 
smiling, prim and proper 
southern belles when you 
expose them to the liberal 
ways of southern California. | 
met Stella a few years ago, 
when she worked in my friend 
Eaton’s store. She was 
beautiful, about five foot one 
with short, dark-brown hair 
and a full, firm body. Her 
Alabama drawl was too much 
to resist, so | immediately 
went to work trying to score 
with her, all to no avail. She 
would allow me to take her to 
dinner, but that was as far as 
it went. A few months later 
she was steadily dating 
Eaton, so | backed off, 
assuming that our relation- 
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ship was over. Was | in for a 
surprise! | 

Last Summer, on a 
Saturday in the early 
afternoon, | was sitting alone 
on my secluded patio 
overlooking the Pacific, 
Sipping some wine and 
catching some rays, when the 
doorbell rang. 

_“ | was quite surprised to 
find Eaton and Stella at my 
front door. She was dressed 
in one of those string-tie 
swimsuits that makes you 
want to cream in your pants 
on sight. Her milk-white skin 
was in need of a tan, So as 
Eaton and | talked about his 
business Stella found a place 
on the patio to get some sun. 

We had polished off a half 
gallon of wine when Eaton 
spotted a stack of old 
Penthouse Letters magazines 
on my patio and began to 
read the letters out loud. 
Within minutes | was suffering 
from an obvious swelling, due 
to his reading and the sight 
of Stella sunbathing. | thought 
my heart was going to 
explode when she asked me 
to apply suntan oil to her soft, 
pale skin. 

| looked to Eaton, and he 
nodded his consent. | 
commenced kneading her 
flesh with the scented oil as 
Eaton continued reading 
aloud. My back was to him, 
so he could not see Stella run 
her hand up my leg and into 
my trunks to grab at my 
aching cock. 

While she was gently 
stroking my pole, | worked 
my hands around and into the 
top of her suit to massage her 
hard tits. The hornier | got, the 
braver | got. | slid my hand 
down into her bikini bottoms, 
rubbing oil into her ass- 
cheeks. 

Her fanny ground sugges- 
tively as | reached deep 
between her legs to play in 
her wet pussy lips and finally 
brush against her hard clit. 
This was met with a loud 
groan that | thought surely 
Eaton must have heard. 

Somewhat embarrassed, | 
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suggested we switch places 
and let him apply the 
much-needed oil while | read. 
He said | was doing okay, 
and gave measly smile 
accompanied by a wink of 
approval. 

On hearing this, Stella 
asked me to untie the top of 
her suit as she wriggled out 
of its bottom. | thought | would 
shoot off in my trunks. Right 
before my eyes, eager for my 
touch, was this bare-ass 
naked body that | had 
coveted for over a year. 

As the letters got hotter, 
we got hotter, until there was 
no holding back. In one last, 
desperate attempt, | asked 
Eaton to take over before | 
fucked Stella’s brains out. At 
this, she said, ‘Well, 
somebody had better do 
something.” We both jumped 
in like there was no tomorrow. 
Eaton straddled her head and 
filled her mouth with his dick 
while his balls bounced on 
her chin. | dove into her 
love-nest with my tongue, 
working her straining clit while 
my hands fondled her firm 
tits. 

There were no ground 
rules and we switched off at 
will. Eaton fucked her while 
she sucked me, groans of 
satisfaction coming from 
deep within her cock-filled 
throat. Then, after | shot my 
wad deep into her mouth, she 
asked us to switch. It was no 
problem. 

| started to rhythmically 
pump my still-hard cock in 
and out of her soaking snatch 
as Eaton sucked on her hot 
little nipples and played with 
her clit. Over and over we 
came. If one of us was 
recovering, the other was 
hard at work, pumping and 
pleasing our insatiable love 
partner. 

About two hours later we 
were an exhausted heap of 
Sweat-soaked bodies. After 
some rest and a shower, | 
treated my friends to a hearty, 
homemade dinner, at which 
time we agreed that our 
afternoon had been too good 


not to be repeated. Unfortu- 
nately, they closed the store 
and moved to the Rockies a 
few months later, and It was 
a year before we had the 
opportunity to relive that 
afternoon. 

| was in the mountains on 
business and spent the night 
at their chalet. We dined at a 
world-famous steakhouse and 
indulged in several bottles of 
fine wine. In the taxi on the 
way home, Stella had both of 
our dicks in her hands, 
priming us for our eagerly 
awaited dessert. When we 
arrived back at the chalet, 
we headed straight for the 
bedroom. The thought of two 
of us having our way with her 
had her dripping wet and 
anxious for the action to 
begin. 

As Eaton kissed her lips 
and massaged those gor- 
geous tits, | turned ona 
vibrator that was laying by the 
side of the bed, and treated 
her to a quick climax. 

When | removed it from her 
swollen pussy lips, | 
immediately replaced it with 
my own pulsating, rock-hard 
cock. She met my every 
thrust with an aggressive 
bucking and loud groaning. 
In short order | shot her full of 
my hot come. 

With little delay, Eaton and 
| switched places, and she 
was fucked at high speed by 
her regular lover. He would 
fuck her fast, then switch with 
me and | would give her a 
slow and easy ride on my 
joystick. 

Whoever wasn't in the hot, 
wet folds of her pussy was 
treated to her tiny lips and 
talented tongue. The night 
went by all too quickly. In the 
morning | left for home, tired 
but content. 

My friends call often to tell 
me of their exploits, some- 
times giving me a hot, 
detailed description of what 
they are doing to each other 
while we are talking. Every 
time they call, it makes me 
long for a little southern 
hospitality in the company of 
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Censorship Boomerang 
Despite the fact that the 
Faust Theater, an adult 
bookstore, was recently 
run out of town, St. Paul 
may yet prove to be the 
next big boomtown for 
similar establishments. 
A New York Times 
article revealed that St. 
Paul city officials con- 
demned the building in 
which the Faust Theater 
operated, and then paid 
the owner to leave town 
and “pledge never to do 
business in St. Paul 
again.” The agreement 
orecluded the store’s 
manager from ever doing 
business in St. Paul as 


well. Faust proprietor 
James Hafiz packed up 
shop and moved ... just 
across the river. In St. 
Paul's twin city, Minneapo- 
lis, Hafiz announced plans 
to open a new, even larger 
adult entertainment center 
which he would finance 
with the 1.8 million dollars 
St. Paul had paid him as 
part of their deal. The new 
enterprise will be called, 
appropriately enough, 
Deja Vu. As one result of 
the deal made with Hafiz, 
city officials in St. Paul 
foresee an onslaught of 
adult bookstore owners in 
St. Paul—all of them 
hoping to be paid to leave. 
Talk about déja vu all over 
again !Dx | 
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Sexpense Account Blues 
If “fuck now, pay later’ 
has anything like an 
ominous ring to it, then 
thousands of business- 
men never heard it. But 
USA Today, reporting on 
a credit card sting 
operation, revealed just 
how volatile mixing pussy 
and plastic can be. 

The two-year sting 
operation effectively pulled 
the covers off traveling 
businessmen who patron- 
ize escort services, pay for 
sex using credit cards and 
then deduct the service 
as a business expense. 
Since card companies 
and banks generally don't 


honor credit slips from 
escort services, the 
charges are made to a 
bogus company set up to 
launder the money. 

Police agents in Florida 
set up Sunset Enterprises 
to do just that, and netted 
2.5 million dollars in credit 
slips from fifty escort 
services around the coun- 
try. According to one 
agent, the services, which 
charge up to one 
thousand dollars for a 
night of hot “escorting, ” 
included among their 
patrons federal lawmak- 
ers, professional athletes, 
clergymen and “one guy 
who charged nineteen 
thousand dollars worth in 
a two-day period. 
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CROWD SCENES 


my good buddy and his 
Alabama belle. 
—D.G., Oakland, California 


It Takes Two to Tango 

and Three to Chase Away 
the Friday Night Blues 

Being stationed overseas, the 
action at the clubs on and off 
base can become very 
monotonous—or so | thought. 
It was last Friday night that 
proved to be the exception to 
the rule. 

| had been at one of the 
clubs | frequented for about 
a half an hour before | 
mustered up the courage to 
ask an incredibly good- 
looking woman to dance. She 
was a petite redhead with a 
voluptuous figure, which she 
made no attempt to conceal. 
While on the dance floor, her 
body gyrated and contorted 
in ways | had never dreamed 
were possible. 

After a couple of dances 
my cock was ramrod stiff and 
| suggested we have a 
couple of drinks to cool off 
(and so that | wouldn't blow 
my wad in my pants). 

While waiting for our drinks 
and making casual conversa- 
tion, | decided to be bold and 
started to play with her by 
rubbing her thigh. She didn’t 
seem to mind in the least, so 
| slipped my hand under her 
skirt and maneuvered two 
fingers into her already 
sopping wet cunt. After a few 
minutes of this, she leaned 
close to whisper in my ear 
that she wanted to go 
somewhere that afforded a 
little more privacy. When | 
heard her suggestion, | took 
immediate action and damn 
near broke my neck getting 
her out of the club! Once in 
my car, she suggested that 
we go to her place. That idea 
was fine with me and off we 
went. 

At her apartment, | no 
sooner got inside the door 
before she was all over me. 
She greedily kissed me and 
probed all over my mouth 


with her tongue. While doing 


this, she ground her crotch 


against me in an up-and- 
down motion. 

Itdidn’t take long for me to 
suggest that we move into the 
bedroom. 

As soon as we hit the bed, 
all our clothes came off in a 
matter of seconds. She 
started to go down on me, 
and let me tell you, it was the 
sweetest, hottest mouth that 
ever touched my prick! As 
she did this, | brought her ass 
around and inserted two of 
my fingers in her pussy. | had 
her wriggling and moaning 
with delight in about three 
minutes. 

After about fifteen minutes 
of this, | looked up to see 
another girl, about five feet 
six, with the biggest set of tits 
| had ever seen, standing at 
the foot of the bed, watching 
us. She said that she was 
downstairs and had heard the 
moans and wanted to join in 
if it was all right with me and 
her roommate. Hell, you know 
| agreed and so did my 
partner, Kathleen. 

Well, this girl Knew exactly 
what to do in this particular 
situation. She started fondling 
Kathleen’s tits and kissing 
me. We moved around a bit 
and | slipped “ol’ Deadeye” 
into Kathleen’s box while she 
ate the other girl. Kathleen 
then pulled a dildo from the 
dresser by the side of the 
bed. She had her roommate 
assume the doggie position 
so she could push that dildo 
deep into her cunt from 
behind. The roommate 
gasped with pleasure at the 
steady rhythm Kathleen 
managed with the plunging 
rubber cock. 

It was an incredible sight 
to see that long, thick pole 
disappear into her love hole 
while, at the same time, 
Kathleen danced on my dick 
with her velvet pussy. We all 
finally collapsed in a wave of 
orgasms and then switched 
positions. 

| was very happy with this 
arrangement because | had 
wanted to slip my meat into 
the other girl since | had first 


set my eyes on her. 

| rode her in the missionary 
position while Kathleen low- 
ered her dripping pussy to 
the other girl's waiting tongue. 
This was too much visual 
stimulation for me and | 
started to shoot my stuff deep 
into the new girl’s warm, 
quivering hole. 

We all soent the next three 
or four hours fucking in any 
way we could. After that | had 
to return to the base. | haven't 
seen Kathleen since then, but 
| may look her up again this 
Friday to see if she and her 
roommate are interested in 
recreating the recent past. | 
know | am!—Name and 
address withheld 


Word Games Lead Them 

to Expand Their 

Bedroom Vocabulary 

My boyfriend Bob and | were 
invited to my girlfriend Greer’s 
home for dinner. Her 
roommate was out for the 
evening but was expected 
back at any time. We figured 
we'd eat, have a few glasses 
of wine, chat awhile, then go 
home early. Bob tells me that 
he always hopes that there 
will be a wild, soontaneous 
sexual happening, since 
we're all open about the 
subject, but none was 
expected. 

After dinner the three of us 
played at making erotic and 
suggestive sentences using 
word cubes. We had a few 
laughs as we tried to outdo 
each other, then we moved 
on to other sexual games. 

Greer asked Bob and | to 
tell a sexual fantasy, and we 
gladly shared our individual 
favorites. As Bob spoke, | 
made a mental note to attend 
to some of his requests once 
we returned to our place. He 
and | both spoke of 
threesomes and foursomes, 
because they seemed so 
new and exciting. Greer 
fantasized about a man 
whom she someday hoped 
to screw, and the room grew 
warmer as she spoke. 

Bob smiled slightly as | 
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excused myself from our 
living room powwow to use 
the bathroom. | just knew that 
this time, when | returned, 
things would be starting in 
reality, not just fantasy! 

| returned to find Greer 
being kissed deeply by Bob. 
Her body responded to his 
caresses on her shoulders, 
and then her breasts. 

“Elsa, do you mind?” she 
asked. 

“We are friends and we 
can share tonight. | under- 
stand,” | said. It did not take 
long for Bob’s kisses to find 
Greer’s bra, and then her 
bare breasts. | watched from 
the sofa as my wonderfully 
erotic and experienced lover 
brought Greer’s temperature 
up. | knew | would soon join 
them. 

Bob continued to lick 
Greer’s breasts, her erect 
nipples, her belly, and then 
down to her thighs. With most 
of her clothing still intact, he 
patiently found his way to her 
pussy through the leg 
opening of her shorts. 
Knowing a bit about Greer’s 
sexual experiences was a 
turn-on for me, and | felt my 
own crotch dampen as | 
imagined how good Bob's 
tongue felt on her never- 
before-kissed clit. She 
moaned with pleasure and, 
in the same breath, said we 
ought to go to our place 
before her conservative 
roommate returned home. 

There was a fantastic 
energy in the room as we 
gathered our belongings and 
gulped our last sip of wine 
while Greer changed. Fond 
memories of childhood slum- 
ber parties mixed with my 
expectations. Greer and | 
were Satisfied that what we 
were about to do was okay. 
The three of us strolled to our 
place arm in arm. 

Our first order of business 
was to wash up. We were 
pleased to discover that all 
three of us fit in one shower. 
The fragrance of our favorite 
peppermint soap tickled my 
nostrils as Bob and Greer 
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started to massage me with 
bubbles when | entered the 
shower. We were playful, but 
our queen-size waterbed 
awaited our tingling pepper- 
mint bodies. 

Greer landed first and was 
amused by the rocking 
motion. We began to move 
our hands all over one 
another. | touched, outlined, 
squeezed and rubbed necks, 
armpits, breasts, nipples, 
bellies, backs, asses, balls, 
thighs, knees and toes. The 
same was done to me, slowly 
and gently, by unidentifiable 
hands. 

A woman's touch on my 
body was different and soft, 
and though | did not crave 
sex with a woman alone, this 
situation was unique and 
appealing. 

Bob turned his attention to 
Greer as he caressed and 
licked her submissive body. | 
allowed and observed their 
play as | attended to the parts 
of Bob’s body that | could 
reach. | ran my tongue 
around the back of his neck, 
swirling and licking near his 
ears. My tongue followed his 
backbone to its end, and my 
whole body pressed against 
his. My hands massaged his 
sides, reached for his 
nipples, and tickled his balls. 
He squirmed and moaned as 
| nibbled his ass-cheeks. | 
tickled his balls with my 
fingers, then licked them from 
underneath as he perched 
on all fours above Greer’s 
writhing body. 

When | took the center 
position in the bed, my two 
lovers prepared my breasts 
and belly and thighs with their 
kneading fingers. As my 
moans sounded my delight, | 
felt tongues exploring every 
curve and corner of my body. 
Greer caressed and sucked 
my breasts and nipples while 
Bob kissed my thighs and 
my dripping pussy. | raised 
my ass to meet his mouth. 
He fingered my hot hole as 
he licked and nibbled my clit. 
| came with screams of 
pleasure. 


| remained motionless for 
a time while Greer worked on 
Bob’s sensitive nipples. She 
sucked the right one, then 
switched to the left. As he 
began to search with his 
hands for our snatches, we 
licked his hot body and 
admired his tall dick. Not 


‘surprisingly, he willingly let 


us have our way. 

Greer then became merci- 
less as she sat herself on 
Bob’s face before he could 
even catch his breath. His 
erection stood at attention as 
| hovered over his chest. 
Greer and | faced each other. 
We began to reach for each 
other, to squeeze and tickle 
breasts and nipples. Bob was 
eating Greer, and | leaned 
forward to lick and suck her 
tits. 

| moved my ass toward his 
rod and let the tio meet 
playfully with my ass-cheeks. 
Sliding just two more inches 
forward, | took his dick into 
my seething cunt. Greer and 
| pounced on Bob to our 
content, still playing with each 
other’s breasts. | used my 
other hand to finger my own 


| clit to further intensify the 


pleasure. 

The three of us were a 
beautiful triangle of skin and 
hot holes. We gave in to each 
other all at the same time; our 
coming and our breathing 
and our screaming were 
simultaneous. The moment 
was the most intense physical 
pleasure | have ever 
known.—Name and address 
withheld 


Maybe these letters pale in 
comparison to your torrid tales 
of sex en masse. But if these 
letters had not been written 
by your fellow readers, 

you would not be as fired up 
right now as-we hope 

you are. Why don't you tell us 
your hottest sex story and 
turn on the rest of the world 
(and maybe even yourself). 
Send your letters to: 
Penthouse Letters, Dept. DM, 
1965 Broadway, New York, 
N.Y. 10023-5965. 


“When | took the 
center position 
in the bed, 

my two lovers 
prepared 

my breasts and 
thighs with 

their kneading 
fingers” 
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Keeping fit is here to stay, 
but let’s not forget the 

finer pleasures: those erotic 
encounters, enhanced 


by aerobic energy 


|am a successful, professional woman— 
marketing vice-president for a small but 
rapidly growing construction firm in a 
major city on the East Coast. My hus- 
band never fails to compliment me on 
my looks. Personally | think he exagger- 
ates my beauty, but my long, auburn hair 
and firm ass do turn many a head. 

One recent Friday afternoon | left work 
early to go home and change for my 
aerobics class. Standing before the full- 
length mirror in my bedroom, | unbuttoned 
my blouse under which my nipples, cov- 
ered by a white, silk camisole (no bra), 
began to harden in the cool of our air- 
conditioned apartment. | unwrapped my 
skirt, stepped out of my lacy slip and 
inspected myself in the mirror. | noticed 
that my commitment to exercise was pay- 
ing off: my smooth stomach had lost its 
slight swell and was almost flat. As | 
turned sideways my long, athletic legs 
and tightly rounded butt were highlighted 
by my high-heel pumps and silk stock- 
ings. During these warm, summer months 
| rarely wear panties, and the contrast of 
the tight straps of my garter belt and my 
soft, pale ass is a sight that my husband 
appreciates. As my hands slowly drifted 
up to lightly brush my breasts through 
the material of the camisole, it occurred 
to me that | was still a bit randy from the 
wonderful fucking my husband had given 
me that morning. | hoped that the im- 
pending workout would take my mind off 
my libido. 

| arrived at class just in time. During 
our warm-up | looked around to see who 
was there. As | scoped out the crowd of 
about forty or so, my eyes met those of 
a new girl whom | had not seen before. 
She smiled at me and then looked away. 
During the workout, | occasionally man- 
aged to check her out in the mirror. She 
was obviously curious about me as well 
because we locked reflected glances sev- 
eral times, upon which we would both 
quickly look down, slightly embarrassed. 
The girl was lovely in an earthy sort of 
way. Her hips were a bit wide, but not 
unattractive. Her shoulder-length, blonde 
hair bounced freely as she danced. — 

After class, while | was gathering my 
things and catching my breath, | looked 
up to see her standing there. “Hi,” she 
said, ‘my name is Maria. What’s yours?” 
| stammered for a minute, then told her. 
| fumbled for something to say as my 
eyes trailed down the V of sweat that 
made her top cling to the front of her 
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body. Her sparkling blue eyes bespoke 
a kind, perhaps vulnerable, interior. Soon 
we were yakking away like old friends. 
Having both recently moved to the area 
from almost the same part of my home 
state, we found that we had much in 
common. Suddenly | remembered that | 
had an extra guest pass to my club, so | 
suggested that we both cleanse our 
pores in the sauna. She also had a 
change of clothes with her and was more 
than willing to soothe her exhausted mus- 
cles with me in the whirlpool. 

The club is just a couple of doors 
down from the dance studio, SO we soon 
had keys and found our lockers, which 
happened to be right next to each other. 
As we peeled out of our sweaty gar- 
ments, | tried to see (without being too 
obvious) what treasure her outfit had been 
concealing. In fact, | caught her looking 
me up and down in what can only be 
described as an amorous manner! She 
looked guilty as hell, so | defused the 
situation with a laugh and a smile, and 
we headed for the girls-only sauna with 
just our towels wrapped around us. 

The locker room had been deserted 
except for us, and the sauna was no 
different. Maria sat on the higher level of 
wooden slats and | sat one level below 
her. We quickly fell to talking about men, 
jobs and sex. At one point she unabash- 
edly swung one of her legs up on the 


‘ slats. | felt my face flush as | tried not to 


examine her exposed genitals. She 
seemed not to care that she was show- 
ing all. Neither of us spoke for a minute 
and | gave in to temptation and drank 
with my eyes the exquisite beauty be- 
tween her legs. Her blonde hair was 
neatly groomed and her pussy lips 
shaved like mine. Her pink, inner lips 
protruded from her swollen vulva like the 
symmetrical petals of some fleshy rose. 
Her rounded ass was flattened against 
the wood of the sauna bench, and | 
found myself thinking what it would be 
like to tongue her twat while grabbing 
her sweet butt with both hands. 

| leaned back against the wall and 
unwrapped my towel, parting my legs 
and seductively stroking the insides of 
my thighs. By this time | was genuinely 
horny and suggested we try out the 
whirlpool. 

Dropping our towels we eased our- 
selves into the warm, roiling water. | 
closed my eyes and let the jets buffet 
my aching muscles. From previous ex- 
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perience | knew that if | positioned my- 
self just right, | could enjoy the bursts of 
bubbles on my clit. Maria at once re- 
marked how “really great” it felt and | 
realized that she had also discovered 
my technique. | also realized that she 
had moved much closer to me than 
would appear appropriate to anyone enter- 
ing the room. Under the water her hand 
found mine and squeezed it tightly. She 
smiled, said that she was very glad to 
have met me and was looking forward 
to being my friend. Feeling audacious, | 
pulled her hand to my leg. | could hardly 
believe what | was doing. | spread my 
legs as she took the initiative and moved 
her eager fingers to the heart of my de- 
sire. She knew exactly how to tantalize. 
She brought me to the edge several times 
and then, much to my dismay, two fat 
ladies walked in. We quickly moved apart 
and tried to disguise our guilt. 

Later, as | showered, | struggled with 
my conscience. The same old worries: 
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What if I’m gay? Still, it had been exhila- 
rating, and | found myself wishing we 
could continue in more private surround- 
ings. We quickly dressed sans under- 
wear and headed for her place. 

| called my husband from Maria's apart- 
ment and told him that | was going to be 
out late. Having taken care of that, | 
looked around Maria's apartment. It was 
tastefully decorated—feminine, but not 
girlish. Her book collection tended to- 
ward the avant-garde. Ayn Rand and 
Solzhenitsyn were typical of the authors 
on her shelves. 

Maria entered the room with two Mal 
Tais. They were perfect. As we settled 
into her plush, overstuffed couch, she 
tactfully broached the subject of getting 
high. |, of course, jumped at the opportu- 
nity. She deftly rolled a fat joint and we 
smoked. She turned down the lights a bit 
and put on some light jazz music. She 
pulled me up to dance. Though | 
protested that we had suffered enough 


The health fiends were exhausted—but 
from a different kind of workout. 


exercise for one day, | found myself 
drawn into the rhythm. We passed the 
joint back and forth as we undulated in 
synchronization. 

Still, | contemplated leaving before 
things went too far, but the more | looked 
at her, dancing slowly with her eyes 
closed, the more | wanted to stay. Just 
then she opened her eyes. A silent agree- 
ment was reached and we moved close 
to one another. We embraced and kissed. 
Our lips met, at first tentatively, then with 
growing passion. 

She suddenly pulled back and, taking 
me by the hand, led me toward the bed- 
room. Her lair, | thought. 

She lit a candle on each side of the 
bed and sat on the edge. Sitting next to 
her, | took the lead by sliding my fingers 
into her soft, golden hair and pulling her 
head back. Her slender neck exposed, | 
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kissed and nibbled my way from her 
shoulders to her ears and back again. 
She sighed and murmured how “nice, 
very nice” it was. Moving again to her 
face | sought her mouth, which beck- 
oned me silently. Her sweet kisses 
aroused my senses with an electricity 
that made my cunt drip with anticipation. 
| wanted to taste all of her and for her to 
make love to me. 

| became conscious of her hands mov- 
ing up under my shirt to my breasts. 
Thus emboldened, | did the same to her 
and soon we had each other’s shirt off, 
both of us reveling in our newfound toys. 
| never dreamed a woman's breast could 
feel so wonderful. | had certainly caressed 
my own many times while masturbating, 
but this was totally incomparable. As | 
rolled her hard nipples between my fin- 
gers, she gently pushed my head down. 
Lifting her heavy tit to my lips, | sucked 
her pink bud into my mouth. | greedily 
tried to fit her entire breast into my mouth, 
much to her delight. | was content, how- 
ever, to swirl my tongue around and 
around her areola. 

She then dutifully paid at least as good 
attention to my tits as | had to hers, 
taking special care to lightly brush the 
undersides (just the way | like it). Again 
we kissed with our breasts rubbing to- 
gether. She was warm. She was soft. | 
was in heaven. 

| moved my hands to her jean-en- 
cased legs as her kissing became more 
frantic. The aroma that emanated from 
her crotch was amazing! This girl’s cunt 
must be on fire, | thought. As | unbuckled 
her belt she groaned her appreciation for 
me finally getting down to business. Her 
tight pants snapped open as | undid the 
button at the top. Easing the zipper down. 
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| lightly touched her soft belly before 
toying with her small patch of hair. | 
pushed her back on the bed and lay on 
one elbow as | explored further. Her 
pussy was soft as a kitten, fantastically 
slippery between her lips. | couldn't re- 
sist plunging my middle finger into her 
well-lubricated hole. She whimpered with 
lust as | stroked in and out. | removed 
my hand from its wet haven and brought 
my fingers to my face, deeply inhaling 
her aroma. | tentatively raised my ex- 
tended finger to my lips and had my first 
taste of a woman. Maria’s mouth joined 
mine and we both savored her sweet 
juices. 

This was too much. | frantically re- 
moved her shoes and socks and wres- 
tled her pants down from her full hips. | 
stood to take off the rest of my clothes. 
Then | lay on top of her with my leg 
between hers and one of hers between 
mine. We kissed more and ground our 
eager pussies against each other. | be- 
gan to kiss my way down her body. | 
passed by her pussy to kiss the soles of 
her feet and lick her toes. As | took her 
big toe in my mouth and began to “blow” 
it as | would a cock, she reached down 
to rub her pussy. “You just wait.” | said, 
pushing her hand away. | didn't want to 
torture her too much longer, so | kissed 
my way back to her treasure trove, alter- 
nating legs on the way up. 

In the flickering candlelight | could see 
she was dripping with anticipation. Her 
tiny, pink clit had swollen to where it was 
conspicuously protruding at the top of 
her slit. | slid my arms underneath and 
around her legs and pressed my face to 
her sex. | pushed the hood of her clitoris 
back with my upper lip and stiffened my 
tongue to mercilessly lash at her exposed 
clit with a diversity of motions. To say she 
was enjoying herself would be an incred- 
ible understatement. Never in my life have 
| seen someone so wild! She jumped 
around and undulated her hips like some 
sort of rodeo bull or something. She force- 
fully used her hands to urge me to press 
even more tightly against her. Within sec- 
onds | could see the insides of her thighs 
begin to quiver. Her hands left my head 
and, as they began to clutch at the 
sheets, she ceased bucking and began 
a sort of a howl/moan/screech that must 
have begun deep in her belly. As she 
arched her back and let go, | continued 
licking her quickly disappearing love- 
button for all | was worth. What a racket! 
| was Sure Someone was going to call the 
police, but her screams, which came in 
waves along with the convulsions of her 
body, made me feel triumphant and 
powerful. In the back of my mind, | al- 


ways knew | would be good at this. 

| slid up next to her. Her trembling 
body glistened with sweat. Though | was 
content just to relax, she obviously had 
caught her second wind and began to 
kiss me with the gratitude of someone 
who has been exquisitely satisfied after 
a long period of deprivation. “You're gor- 
geous and that was the best I've ever 
had,” she said. “Now | will try to make 
you feel as pretty as you have just made 
me feel.” True to her word, she began to 
kiss me hotly all over my body. She rolled 
me over and began to massage my shoul- 
ders and back. | was in ecstasy. Ten- 
derly kneading my legs and ass, her 
fingers slid to my pussy. | parted my legs 
to give her better access. | felt her kiss 
my behind, and for a second | felt em- 
barrassed that a woman was examining 
my most private areas up close. Her 
insistent, probing tongue soon overcame 
my resistance, though, and | let her have 
her way. 

She worked her way down to my eager 
pussy and quickly found the perfect spot. 
| brought my knees underneath me and 
lifted my ass to allow her to work her 
magic. She pressed her face against 
my snatch. | don't know how she could 
breathe, but she didn’t seem to mind. 
She licked and sucked my cunt and clit 
like a woman possessed. She brought 
me to the edge again and again, just as 
she had done in the hot tub, but she 
wouldn’t let me come. Desperate, | 
begged her to let me finish. “All in good 
time, my dear,” she replied. She allowed 
me to roll over onto my back and get 


‘more comfortable. 


Barely missing a beat, she resumed 
her delicious torture. She moved around 
until her Knees were beside my head, 
then lifted one leg over me and brought 
her soft (and still quite wet) pussy down 
to my face. | eagerly pulled her ass to 
me and again began to suck and tanta- 
lize her cunt as she did the same to 
mine. It felt as though a continuous Cur- 
rent of pleasure were cycling through us. 

Closing my eyes, | surrendered to her 
shaking head and lashing tongue. This 
time she didn't hold back. An orgasm 
began to build within me that felt as 
though it began at my toes and fingertips 
and worked its way toward the center. 
Suddenly it happened! | have never be- 
fore and never since experienced any- 
thing like it. | lost all track of time. It 
seemed to last for five minutes as the 
waves of uncontrollable release swept 
over me. | vaguely remember biting her 
leg, for which | apologized later. Ex- 
hausted, we fell asleep in each other's 
arms.—B.F., Washington, D.C. 
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ith breasts bouncing and hips humping, Ma- 
donna burst onto the stage of the Oakland 
Alameda Coliseum during her Blond Ambi- 
tion tour. Grabbing at her crotch, she shouted 
to her frenzied fans, “Okay, SAN FRANCISCO!” 
Poor Oakland: An entire city living in the shadow 
of San Francisco. 

This was far from the first time that a sexy super- 
star had belittled Oakland. 

The slights started with Isadora Duncan, the 
free-spirited, free-love advocate who scandalized 
and revolutionized the dance world at the turn of 
the century by cavorting onstage in diaphanous 
costumes that did little to hide her lithe body and 
unbound breasts. Isadora always let the world know 
that she was born in bawdy San Francisco, but she 
forgot to mention that she actually grew up in 
Oakland. 

And then there’s the case of Gertrude Stein, who 
once remarked of her native Oakland, “There's no 
there there.” 

Although Stein’s line has entered California folk- 
lore as an indictment of the East Bay as a cultural 
void, Oakland apologists have long contended that 
she was referring specifically to the demolition of 
the house in which she grew up. 

Regardless of how you interpret Stein’s remark, 
Oakland suffers from a classic inferiority complex. 
To put that complex in sexual terms, which is only 


appropriate for the magazine of sexual marvels, 
San Francisco is a sexy, sophisticated, self- 
confident big sister to Oakland’s gangly, gawky, 
awkward little sister. But it's often the gawky, younger 
sister who offers the sweetest pleasures and the 
most unexpected delights. And, true to metaphor, 
Oakland is full of such unexpected delights. With 
Gertrude Stein’s words echoing in our ears, here's 
an insider’s tour of the real “there there” in Oakland 
and its environs. 

Despite what the East Bay's culture-vultures might 
say about the Oakland Museum or the Paramount 
Theater, the heart and soul of Oakland is the 
Oakland Coliseum. No city in America, with the 
possible exception of Green Bay, Wisconsin, clings 
more desperately to its “major league” status than 
Oakland. 

That vital status was called into question when 
the Oakland Raiders football team moved to Los 
Angeles after the 1981 season. 

The Raiders, despite playing their first two sea- 
sons in San Francisco’s Kezar Stadium and Can- 
dlestick Park, were nothing short of Oakland's dar- 
lings during the sixties and seventies. The team 
itself embodied everything Oakland wanted to be: 
a hard-playing, hard-partying winner. But the party 
ended when owner Al Davis moved the team south 
in search of a larger stadium and a pay-per-view 
television audience. Neither has since materialized 
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Emeryville is home to legal action that 
some fools still consider a sin” 


in La-La Land, and Davis 
has recently talked about 
bringing the team back 
to the Coliseum. 

While Davis talks, the 
Oakland Athletics burn 
up the American League. 
The champion A's draw 
huge crowds to the 
Oakland Coliseum— 
crowds that those famil- 
iar with Oakland’s gritty 
image might expect to be 
on the rowdy side. 

But oddly enough, it’s 
at San Francisco's Candle- 
stick Park that more than 
a few Giants fans look 
and act like recent es- 
capees from San Quen- 
tin. In general, the Athlet- 
ics attract a kinder, gen- 
tler following. This isn't to 
say that a visit to the 
Oakland Coliseum on a 
beautiful Sunday after- 
noon is like a trio to church. There is always plenti- 
ful female pulchritude on parade during the game. 


And unlike San Francisco (where some ape witha ;- 


tattoo on his back is liable to scream, “Look at the 
hooters on that bimbo!”), at the Coliseum, the expres- 
sion of appreciation is more subtle. 

In a section near first base, one group of season 
ticket-holders alert fellow fans to the display of 
fresh, firm female flesh by yelling, “Emerson!” When 
the lady on view happens to be braless and proud 
of it, one of the men will shout, “Fittipaldi!” 

lf Oakland is rightfully famous for baseball and 
football, it also deserves its rep for great barbecue. 
Kansas City, Dallas and Houston can brag until the 
pigs come home, but Oakland serves up the kind 
of pork ribs that remind you there's more to sensu- 
ality than sex. 

When the New York Times did a survey of the 
best barbecue joints in America, the paper fea- 
tured Flint’s Bar-B-Q of Oakland and wrote, “Flint’s 
probably has the longest line, the slowest service 
and the shortest menu of any East Bay barbecue 
spot, but it remains the first choice—possibly be- 
cause of the hot sauce, which some say takes the 
bark off trees.” 

Located on Shattuck Avenue near the Berkeley 
border, Flint’s is an old-fashioned take-out joint 
featuring beef and pork ribs, hot links and chicken, 
all smoked slowly over an oak fire. The service, as 


the Times suggested, is 
glacial. But sensationally 
Succulent pork ribs are 
the reward for those who 
wait. 

Flint’s hot Sauce Is one 
of life’s singular culinary 
experiences. Amateurs 
might want to settle for 
the mild or medium 
sauce, but that would be 
like soending a week with 
Julia Roberts and only try- 
ing the missionary posi- 
tion. As the readers of this 
magazine are already 
aware, the best things in 
life are hot and juicy. 

Anotherroadside attrac- 
tion in Oakland is an other- 
wise nondescript ware- 
house near the waterfront 
that serves as a federal 
“free trade zone.’ The 
warehouse contains an 
odd assortment of im- 
ported goods that have been detained until they 
meet federal import regulations. 

Among the trinkets that have been inside the 
warehouse are two Porsche 959 sports cars valued 
at more than six hundred thousand dollars each. 
The cars were held for over six months this year 
because they couldn't pass U.S. safety and smog 
regulations. The owners, two Seattle software 
billionaires, William Gates and Paul Allen, hired 
attorneys and experts to argue their case. But 
federal officials didn’t want the two-hundred-plus 
mph cars on the road until crash tests have been 
completed. The problem was that Porsche only 
built two hundred of these exotic cars and no one 
was interested in crashing one to satisfy govern- 
ment regulations. 

Back when sex was still a sin, the little industrial 


city of Emeryville—tucked between Oakland and 


Berkeley along the San Francisco Bay—was the 
place to find illicit action. 

These days Emeryville is home to legal action 
that some fools might still consider a sin. That 
action is some of the purest gambling between 
Macao and Las Vegas. 

A quirk in the California Penal Code has long 
allowed poker to be played throughout the state, 
but only in recent years have the courts permitted 
the addition of an exotic oriental domino game 
called pai gow. This game can make two-hundred- 
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nonsense rarely interferes with life, liberty 
and the pursuit of pleasure ” 


dollar-limit poker look like 
nickel-dime-quarter 
around the kitchen table. 

The hub of pai gow 
action is the Oaks Club 
on San Pablo Avenue in 
Emeryville. Most of the ta- 
bles in the large, Vegas- 
style club are still de- 
voted to poker. But the 
big money changes 
hands when the Chinese 
high-rollers meet for a 
fast game of dominoes. 
To the American eye, pai 
gow is like a busy street 
scene in Hong Kong— 
crowded, noisy and con- 
fusing. And to almost any 
eye, the betting can 
seem astronomical. The 
average bets range from 
five hundred dollars on a 
weekday afternoon to 
over ten grand on 
Chinese New Year. Pai 
gow is elemental gambling, a game of almost pure 
chance. 

All bets are placed before the dominoes are 
“dealt.” One player acts as the “dealer” and plays 
against up to seven other players. Each player 
receives four dominoes from the house dealer and 
arranges them into two “hands.” Both hands must 
beat the dealer's two hands in order to win a bet. 

That’s the easy part. The dominoes are ranked 
according to a traditional Chinese system. The 
best hand (called gee joon or “supreme’”) is the 
combination of a domino with one pip (spot) and 
two pips along with another domino with two pips 
and four pips. That beats, for example, the second- 
place hand which has two dominoes with six pips 
at each end. 

For those who can’t memorize the combinations — 
which include hands called teen, yun, gor, mooy, 
bon, foo, ping, tit and look—the house dealer will- 
ingly arranges the dominoes. The actual gambling 
is only slightly less chaotic than the pit of the 
Chicago Board of Trade. 

A babble of languages—Cantonese, Vietnam- 
ese, English—wells up from the bodies crowded 
around the table. Players laugh, curse and cajole 
as small fortunes exchange hands. 

At the center of the action on a recent Friday 
night is a woman that regular onlookers have 
dubbed “the Dragon Lady.” 


She’s the sexual em- 
bodiment of the mysteri- 
ous east. Sporting red sti- 
letto heels, a tight black 
skirt and a clinging white 
blouse, she would catch 
everyone's eye even with- 
out the added attraction 
of two racks of one-hun- 
dred-dollar chips worth 
ten thousand dollars 
each. 

She moves her chips 
into play and wins an- 
other ten grand in less 
than three minutes. Within 
half an hour she’s up 
more than fifty thousand. 
An hour later she’s back 
down to one rack of one- 
hundred-dollar chips. Her 
expression is the quin- 
tessence of “easy come, 
easy go.” 

Speaking of gambling, 
another oasis of East Bay 
action is Golden Gate Fields racetrack in nearby 
Albany. A team of bettors recently won more than 
one million dollars by correctly naming all six win- 
ning horses on a Pick-Six ticket. 

And not all the action is at the betting window. 

One local jockey made himself famous by telling 
a Washington Post reporter that a disgruntled but 
beautiful female bettor once spit on him after he 
rode a losing favorite. What did the jockey do? He 
told his agent that he had to find that “girl in the 
sweater.” 

The jockey managed to meet her and the happy 
couple was later married in a Las Vegas wedding 
chapel—in the nude, according to the Washington 
Post report. 

During our search for the “there there’ in 
Oakland, we discovered something more impor- 
tant than mere roadside amusements. Oakland is 
a mecca for people of different races, sexual ori- 
entation and political opinion. 

The Oakland area, certainly one of the most 
free-thinking in America, exudes an air of personal 
freedom. 

People dress, act and speak exactly as they 
please. Moralistic nonsense rarely interferes with 
life, liberty and the pursuit of pleasure. And any city 
providing that much freedom to its residents and 
visitors doesn’t have to be considered anyone's 
little sister. 
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he images in this | 
collection of works by George Staempfli capture 
the essence of raw beauty. His 
subjects are strong and assured, women of character 
and universal appeal. 
For Staempfli, drawing is the most sensual of 
the arts. “It is an emotional 
response to the pleasure of being alive,’’ he says; 
“a distillation and 
condensation of erotic currents and sensations.” 
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JULES VERNE 


ear Penthouse Letters, 

I am writing to you 
to defend the honor of 
Mr. Phileas Fogg and 
myself, his obedient ser- 
vant Passepartout. For many years, 
Mr. Fogg and I have endured ridicule 
by those who dare to say that we did 
not circle the globe as described in 
Mr. Jules Verne’s famed chronicle, 
Around the World in Eighty Days. 
The entire voyage was a hoax, these 
knaves smirk, pointing to meteorological 
records that list a monstrous typhoon 
raging between Singapore and Hong 
Kong on the very days that Mr. Verne 
had us traveling by steamer ship be- 
tween those two cities. How, they 
ask, could we have survived such a 
savage storm? 

We could not have, of course — but 
the truth lies not in hoax, but in con- 
cealment. Mr. Fogg and I did not 
attain Hong Kong by water; we 
reached it by land, through the Hima- 
layas and over China. It is the shock- 
ing nature of that overland journey 
that compelled Mr. Verne, with Mr. 
Fogg’s approval, to conceal the facts. 
It is the fantastic but true events of 
that astounding journey that I now 
wish to reveal to your readers. __ 

This strangest chapter of our ad- 
venture began in India, immediately 
after I had rescued the beautiful prin- 
cess Aouda from the flames of the 


funeral pyre that custom as have 
had her lie upon with her dead hus- 
band, the rajah. When Aouda and I 


rejoined Mr. Fogg, we were four days 


behind schedule. In order to return to 
London by December twenty-first, thus 
winning the twenty-thousand pound wa- 
ger, it would be necessary to, as Mr. 
Fogg put it, “take extraordinary risks 
and measures.” Those measures, he 


- further explained, must remain in his 


sole confidence for now, in order not 
to offend the sensibilities of the prin- 
cess, who would be traveling with us. 
Would we trust him? We swore our 
trust, and set off. 

After three days of grueling travel, 
we reached the foothills of the Hima- 
layas. There, guided by Tibetan Sh- 
erpas, we trekked for three hard days 
through blinding snow and bitter cold. 
At last we halted at a mountain tun- 
nel, whose odd entrance was oval 
shaped, the rock curving together like 
the corners of a vertical mouth at the 
top and the bottom. The Sherpas, 
after bowing to the entrance, scurried 
away into the swirling snow. 

“They dare not enter,” Mr. Fogg 
said to me and Aouda. “The valley 
beyond this pass is sacred to them.” I 
asked why. “Perhaps Aouda will ex- 
plain,” said Mr. Fogg. 

“Yes!” she exclaimed, excitement 
flashing in her eyes. “I recognize this 
tunnel, from ancient temple carvings. 


QD 


One sees many strange » 
things while circumnavigating the globe 
in eighty days. But one tale 
was too fantastic to relate— until now 
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My people know it as the entrance to 
Chaldor, home of the White Giantess, 
the last female of the race of giants who 
once roamed the earth.” 

“Indeed,” said Mr. Fogg. “And does 
the legend not state that the giantess lies 
within, asleep, to be awakened only by 
a lover’s touch? And that she thus may 
sleep forever, for the last remaining gi- 
ant sleeps not by her side but a thousand 
miles away, on the shore where China 
meets the great Pacific?” 

“You are correct sir,” said Aouda, 
casting her eyes downward as a blush 
colored her elegant cheeks. 

“Then let us be as lovers!” Mr. Fogg 
cried, stepping into the tunnel. Gently 
guiding Aouda ahead of me, I entered 
the strange passage. 

We walked for many hours, firelight 
from our torches playing on huge icicles 
that speared down from the ceiling far 
above our heads. Then we turned a 
corner, and found cold sunlight. It shone 
only in patches, filtered through a veri- 
table shower of thousands of strands of 
a kind of greasy black rope that hung 
toward us from a great height. As the 
strands became impenetrable within a 
few yards, clearly the only route on- 
wards was to climb them. 

And so we did. My breath came in 
great ragged bursts by the time we 
reached rope’s end, hundreds of feet in 
the air. We emerged onto a broad, 
white plateau—crisscrossed with cre- 
vasses and dotted with small pits—at 
the edge of which rose two dark hedges. 

At once I noticed a warming of the 
air, and discarded my coat, as did Mr. 
Fogg and Aouda, who to my happiness 
revealed a generous form inadequately 
concealed beneath a scarlet sari. [ wished 
to stop and enjoy her charms, but at 
Mr. Fogg’s insistence we pushed on. 
Soon, by leaping over the crevasses, 
we reached the right-hand hedge, fully 
seven feet tall and formed, to my aston- 
ishment, of rope even thicker and coarser 
than that which we had just climbed. 

Sweating profusely, Mr. Fogg and 
I hacked a path through the hedge with 
our knives, until the last strand of rope 
cut free. | 

The view beyond the hedge slammed 
a shock into the very bedrock of my 
soul. 

For directly below me lay—and do 
not call me a liar! —a giant eyelid. And 
_below me to the left, another giant eye- 
lid. And between them, rising like one 
of the mighty Alps, a great crag of a 
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nose. And far beyond, molded of slop- 
ing, shadowed valleys and softly rising 
hills, the impossibly huge, impossibly 
lush, naked body of a woman sleeping. 
We had climbed onto the body of the 
White Goddess herseif! 

I understood at once: The hedges 
were the giantess’s eyebrows, the cre- 
vasses her wrinkles, the pits the pores 
of her monstrous skin. I must confess, a 
great terror shook me from scalp to toe, 


and my every nerve compelled me to 


flee. “What are we to do, Mr. Fogg>” 
I asked. 

“Why, climb down,” he replied. 

And so we did, roped together to 
prevent a fatal fall. We slid down along 
the edge of the right eye, and bypassed 
the great canyon of a mouth from whose 
swollen lips breath rushed out every few 
moments with the fury and roar of a 
tornado. We rappelled down the chin 
and on to the upper chest, where we 
paused, gazing with wonder at the twin 
peaks that rose and fell before us, each 
capped by a rosy aureola as wide as a 
farmer’s field. 

At Mr. Fogg’s suggestion, I climbed 
the right breast, hauling myself up, hand 
over hand, by grabbing onto the waist- 
high downy hair that lightly coated it 
from base to summit. Once on the aure- 
ola, I dashed to the nipple, which stood 
as high as my head, and vaulted onto its 
circular top. 

From there I hoped to see the land 
on which our giantess lay, but a mist 
covered the ground beyond the massive 
body. And I nearly ended my astound- 
ing journey right there, for to my utter 
horror as I stood upon the nipple it 
began to rise, carrying me upwards with 
all the velocity of one of Mr. Otis’s 
elevators. Apparently the light friction 
of my boots had stimulated it into a state 
of erection. 

By standing perfectly still, however, 
and moving not a muscle, I ceased the 
stimulus, the nipple settled down, and I 
was able to cautiously make my way 
back to my companions. 

Following Mr. Fogg’s lead, we con- 
tinued down the slope of the giantess’s 
stomach, skirting the deep well of her 
navel and hiking towards the forbidding 
forest—formed of what I now knew to 
be pubic hair—that lay before us. Be- 
fore we entered that dark realm, from 
which wafted a nearly overpowering 
scent of musk, Mr. Fogg insisted that 
we move forward with utmost care. 

We crept into the towering hairs, 


which soon shone with a strange dew. 
We strode slowly and carefully through 
the forest and up the steep rise of the 
giantesss Mount of Venus. 7 

At last we reached the mount’s sum- 
mit. Below us, like a mysterious valley, 
extended the great vaginal cleft of the 
sleeping giantess, deep and wet and 
pink, and fronted by a boulder-size out- 
cropping of flesh. 

“Behold our destination!” cried Mr. 
Fogg, his face aglow with anticipation. 
As happy as my master was, however, 
I must confess that all I felt was confu- 
sion and—dare I admit it?—lust. For 
the lovely Aouda, I could not help but 
notice, seemed to be sporting a crimson 
blush from head to toe, her breath com- 
ing rapidly, her saucy breasts heaving 
against the sari that barely covered them, 
her nipples straining to be freed. 

As alluring a sight as Aouda made, 
Mr. Fogg paid her no heed. Instead, 
to my complete astonishment, he rushed 
to the protuberance and began to clam- 
ber up and down and around it, rub- 
bing it fiercely with both hands and feet. 

At once, the fleshy boulder began to 
swell like an inflating balloon. Compre- 
hension flashed through me. 

Of course! The boulder was none 
other than the clitoris of the giantess, 
whom Mr. Fogg was endeavoring to 
arouse — although for what purpose, [| 
could not guess. 

Wishing to help my master, I grabbed 
Aouda by the hand and pulled her with 


me to the huge clitoris, which continued 


_ to grow. I threw myself against its warm 


bulk and squirmed, Aouda doing the 
same to my right. As we caressed the 
rough flesh, I noticed that Aouda’s skirt 
had risen above her thighs, revealing a 
perfectly dimpled arse, below which glis- 
tened her thatch of pubic hair. Was she 
aware of the exposure? I thought that 
she was, but that she did not care: for 
her head lay back in abandon, a smile 
playing upon her lips, and her eyes, 
filled with a wild light, lay open to the 
sky. 

Taking a chance, I let go of the 
giantess’s clitoris with my right hand and 
cupped Aouda’s cunt, finding her own 
clitoris with my thumb and forefinger. | 
rubbed vigorously, keeping time with 
the princess's own see-sawing motions 
against the giantess’s organ. [hen, to 
my delight, Aouda reached out with her 
left hand and dug into my breaches, 
pulling out my prick, which she pumped 
with the same frantic motion that I rubbed 
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her. Harder, harder, we stroked, until 
with shouts of joy we both came, | 
spurting my seed into her hand, she 
flooding mine with her juices. At that 
very moment, the giantess awoke and 
began to stand up. 

Stunned, I grabbed for dear life onto 
a strand of the pubic hair that sur- 
rounded us. Despite my abject terror, | 
managed to note that Aouda and Mr. 
Fogg—who apparently had not seen 
my tryst with the dear princess, and, 
who to my amazement, was now laugh- 
ing with delight — did the same. Higher, 
higher we rose into the air as the giantess 
stood, until it seemed that we might 
strike the sun itself. Then the giantess 
moaned a great moan of sexual longing 
that grew louder and louder until it 
seemed that it would tear the very veil 
of heaven. 

And then the giantess began to walk. 

The wind whistled through our hair, 
clouds soared by. With each thundering 
step the giantess took, the land below 
rushed past, a magic lantern show of 
fields, rivers, plains and hills. 

For nearly an hour she strode to- 


in her path, until, far in the distance, a 
blue glaze appeared and, drawing 
nearer, took form: the ocean. But what 
was that white mountain reclining on its 
shore? And why at the giantess’s cry 
did the mountain stand up and stride 
toward us? 

My puzzlement turned to horror as | 
realized what I beheld: the giantess’ 
legendary mate, the White Giant him- 
self, awakening to meet his long-lost 
lover. 

My heart slammed against my ribs 
as I saw him nearing, his terrible prick, 
huge as a battering ram, rising to smash 
us where we hung. I looked at Aouda. 
Her eyes were bright with terror, her 
face twisted with fear. I looked back at 
the giant storming towards us, his prick 
seeming to fill the sky, and my soul 
shriveled. And then I heard Mr. Fogg’s 
voice, strong as iron. 

“Look below!” he shouted. 

I glanced down, and saw the shape 
of hope: Whitecaps on blue water — an 
ocean inlet—refuge! The giant’s prick 
charged towards us, blotting out the 
sun. 


Commending my soul to God, [ let 


go of the pubic hair and jumped, tum- 
bling through the air until I plunged into 
the cool water far below. Down, down, 
I sank until [ touched bottom. I kicked 
up and, fighting a pressure that threat- 
ened to crush my lungs, swam upwards 
until at last | broke the surface, gasping 
for breath. I was saved. 

But what of my companions? | saw 
no sign of them, but only of the giant 
and giantess, fucking far away to my 
right, like two behemoths at the dawn 
of time. Despair gripped me, and for a 
moment fairly snapped my heart in two, 
but then, to my great joy, Aouda and 
Mr. Fogg also arose, gasping, from the 
deeps. 

We had all survived! And, thanks 
to love and lust and Mr. Fogg’s clev- 
erness, we had reached the shore of 
China on the great Pacific ahead of 
schedule, well on our way to winning 
Mr. Fogg’s wager! 

And thus, dear Penthouse Letters, 
ended the strangest chapter in our voy- 
age around the world. So let Mr. Fogg 
and I| no longer suffer the sneers of those 
who would call us liars. For now the 


wards the east, a colossus crushing all 
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had always wanted to have 
sex with another man. | 
wanted to feel another penis 
and find out what it was like 
to taste come. So | was more 
than satisfied with what 
happened one summer 
afternoon when | was home 
from college. 

My friend’s name is Dan. 
He comes over to our house 
once a month to do lawn 
work. On this particular day | 
was at home. | was feeling 
pretty horny, by the way. | 
had retrieved a couple of 
magazines from storage and 
was looking at them. At about 
eleven o'clock | heard a 
knock at the front door. | 
answered it to find that it was 
Dan. He was about to go on 
his lunch break and he 
wanted to know if it would be 
okay if he used the pool. | 
said it would be fine, so he 
went around to the backyard 
to take a dip. | went to the 
patio door, where | could see 
the pool. 

| watched him strip down 
to his underwear. Then he 
walked over to the diving 
board and dove in. When he 
climbed out of the pool his 
underwear clung to his body, 
and | could see his cock 
through the wet material. My 
cock began to get hard. He 
went over to the lounge chair 
and lay down. | began to 
stroke my dick, trying to think 
of a reason to walk out there. 
Then it came to me: Dan | 
needed a towel. | ran to get 
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He thanked me and stood up. 
He caught my eyes as they 
quickly looked over his crotch 
area. We stared at each 
other, then | sat down. Dan 
said he had something for 
me as he pulled his 
underwear down to reveal his 
semi-hard penis. He stepped 
close to me and offered it. | 
stuck my tongue out and 
licked his warm cock. The 
texture wasn't bad. He then 
told me.to take off my shorts 
so that we were both naked. | 
did so. My cock grew quickly 
as his hand reached out and 
touched it. He fondled the 
length while he slowly bent 
down. | watched him as he 
licked and stroked it. 

We then placed soft 
cushions on the ground to 
stretch out on, and maneu- 
vered ourselves into a 69 
position. |-held the base of his 
cock as he held mine, and 
we both began sucking each 
other. | stroked and sucked 
him until he grew large. His 
cock felt very warm and 
smooth in my mouth. | 
crawled over until | was on 
top of him, sucking his cock. 
Then he stopped me 
because he thought he was 


going to come. | watched him: 


as he stroked his cock gently 
while still sucking mine. | 
licked the head of his penis, 
waiting for him to accidentally 
shoot his come. He told me 
to stop and lie down. Facing 
me, he climbed on top of me. 
With his cock alongside mine, 


nothing but the pleasure of 
fucking, of having my cock 
stroked and another male 
body against mine. All too 
soon we had both come. We 
dove into the pool to clean 
off, and then Dan left quickly 


-and went back to his lawn 


work. Hopefully, this will 
happen again before the 
summer's over.—Name and 
adaress withheld 


A Cooi Coed Picks 

Up a Little Pussy in the 
Lingerie Department 

My name is Pamela, and | 
am currently enrolled at a 
small, midwestern college. 
I'm twenty-three years old, 
blonde, with green eyes. I’m 
of average height and very 
well-proportioned. I’m a 
lesbian and | love the sweet 
wet taste of a woman’s pussy. 
The story | wish to share with 
you makes me extremely wet 
just thinking about it. 

| had a day off from school 
last week and decided to go 
shopping at the mall. | was 
feeling very horny that 
morning, so | put on my 
thinnest, sexiest, white pant- 
ies and a short, white, fluffy 
miniskirt with a thin, white 
silky shirt and no bra. My 
nipples showed through 
rather obviously. 

Anyway, | went to the mall 
at nine in the morning. | felt 
so naked, but delightfully 
turned on, just walking along. 
| had been shopping about 
an hour and a half when | 
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“Sally slid her 

lios off my mouth 
and went down 
foward my chest 
with her 
beautiful tongue, 
slipping her 
hand under my 
panties to 
massage 

my clit’ 
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noticed a beautiful brunette 
in the lingerie department 
staring at me. | made sure 
we made eye contact as | 
made my way to where she 
was looking at panties. | 
struck up a conversation with 
her about the materials they 
used, and | told her that soft 
silk is the best feeling of all. 
She seemed a little nervous, 
but said she liked the way silk 
felt too. Her eyes kept drifting 
to my beautifully erect 
nipples. | asked her if she 
would like to follow me to my 
apartment to have lunch. She 
said she would, so we left 
immediately. ; 

When we got there | 
offered her a drink. | made 
two martinis and sat across 
from her on the couch. We 
talked and laughed. Her 
name was Sally and she was 
dark complected and very 
gorgeous, with nice legs and 
breasts and a beautiful, tight 
ass underneath a satin 
knee-length skirt. She noticed 
me checking out her ass 
when she got up to go to the 
bathroom because she 
turned around halfway there 
to give me a wink. By that 
time my panties were soaked 
and my mind was in a whirl. | 
reached underneath my 
panties and started to pinch 
and finger my clit. When she 
came out of the bathroom, 
there | was on the couch, 
moaning and rubbing my 
pussy. She appeared to be 
very turned on. 

She came over, lay down 
next to me, took off my top 
and started to give me a deep 
French kiss. | was so turned 
on at this point, | just 
orgasmed immediately. Then 
Sally slid her lips off my 
mouth and went down toward 
my chest with her beautiful 
tongue, slipping her right 
hand under my panties to 
massage my clit and rub my 
very wet pussy. As she was 
doing this, | unzipped her 
skirt and let it fall off of her, 
revealing a very neatly 


_ shaved bush with just a patch 


of dark hair. As | touched her 


nest, | felt the softest, largest 
pair of lips I’ve ever felt. They 
were so wet | just had to taste 
them. 

| told Sally | wanted to lick 
her right then, so | laid her on 
the couch with her pussy just 
off the edge. | knelt in front of 
her and placed my lips on her 
pussy. Very slowly and 
gently, | ran my tongue up 
and down her slit. With a tit in 
each hand, | darted my 
tongue in and out of her hot 
mound, and every third 
plunge I'd tickle her clit more 
and more until she screamed 
and shook her hips up and 
down on my face and came 
in waves. It was so hot and 
slippery. 

When Sally calmed down 
she placed me on the floor 
so | was on my hands and 
knees, with my ass sticking 
way up in the air and my 
pussy exposed to the fullest. 
Sally got behind me, also on 
her hands and knees, and the 
only thing | could feel was her 
warm mouth and tongue 
attached ever so gently to 
my wet cunt, licking me with 
skill. Sally was moaning as 
much as | while she lapped 
my pussy into ecstasy. She 
asked me to lay on my back 
so she could get all of me in 
her mouth. | rolled onto my 
back, grabbing my thighs 
and bringing my knees to my 
chest. She knelt in front of my 
cunt, parted my lips with her 
warm fingers, slid her tongue 
into my wet hole, and licked 
me up and down, driving me 
into an uncontrollable or- 
gasm. | came and came, 
hardly able to believe that she 
was doing this to me. We did 
this all day and still enjoy 
each other's 
pussy at least every other 
day! —P.G., Philadelphia, 
Pennsylvania ~ 


Three Men Booze It 

Up and Then 

Blow Each Other Off 

My story begins in Toronto, 
when | was there to visit some 
friends. We had been 
drinking and decided to go 


back to one of my friend's 
apartment. Sam is about six 
feet tall and very good- 
looking (at least the girls think 
so). He has blond hair and 
blue eyes and is very 
muscular, with hair as thick 
as a forest on his chest. Chris 
is very slim and attractive, 
with a body like Superman. 

When we arrived at Sam’s 
apartment we began drinking 
and joking about having sex. 
| asked Sam if he had ever 
gotten a blowjob from a guy 
before, and he replied, “No. 
Would you like to give me 
one?” 

| hemmed and hawed a bit 
and finally said yes. Then 
Sam asked me if | had ever 
received a blowjob before 
and | said no, not even from 
a girl. Chris was pretty 
wasted, but realized what we 
were saying. As if on Cue, 
Chris said, “Let’s have a 
threesome.” 

| said, “Sure, why not?” 
We walked to the bedroom 
and Sam said, “Let’s strip | 
each other to make it more 
interesting.” | started undress- 
ing Sam while Chris sat and 
watched. | could tell that 
Chris couldn't wait to see 
Sam’s naked body, and 
neither could |. 

| started on Sam's shirt, 
button by button, unveiling his 
hairy chest. My cock was 
straining to get out. | then 
released Sam's seven-inch 
member from his pants, 
which dropped to the floor. 
Chris gasped at the size and 
said, “Do me next.” He stood 
in front of me while Sam sat 
on the bed in anticipation, his 
cock standing proud. Chris 
began begging for me to strip 
him, so | did the same thing 
to him that I'd done to Sam. 
Then, all hands turned to me. 
Piece by piece, my clothing 
came off. As each area of 
skin was revealed, | felt a light 
kiss there. By the time we 
were finished, we were all so 
horny we couldn't stand it. 

| said to Sam, “Are you 
ready for your BJ?” He 
nodded and lay down spread 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


eagle on the bed. | knelt 
between his legs, grasped 
his stiff member in my hand, 
and licked and kissed the 
head. | then deep-throated 
him, stuffing his cock down 
my throat, waiting for my 
reward, and | finally got tt. 
Within six spurts his come 
was gone. All the time this 
was going on Chris was 
furiously masturbating him- 
self, and at exactly the same 
time Sam blew, so did Chris. 

We each took turns giving 
each other blowjobs. This 
went on for three days until | 
left, and | will never forget the 
fun we had on my weekend 
in Toronto. —Name and 
address withheld 


During a Foursome, She’s 
Sidetracked by 

Her Friend’s Pussy 

| have been told by everyone 
who has read it to send this 
letter to you. This is no 
fantasy. This actually hap- 
pened to me. 

One night my husband, 
Tom, and | were invited to his 
friends’ house. This was the 
first time | had met George 
and Roxanne. We started 
drinking and smoking a few 
joints. All of us were really 
feeling great and we started 
talking about switching part- 
ners. We found out that this 
couple had never switched 
before. We all decided that 
we'd have to remedy that. 

About a month later we 
invited them to come over to 
our place. We all smoked 
some joints and got down to 
some serious drinking. After 
a while | started to get a little 
warm, so | took off my sheer 
top. George told Roxanne to 
take off hers, so she did. First 
our tops, then our pants. We 
had no panties on and our 
guys really liked that. 

Roxanne and | went 
upstairs and | told her about 
Spanish Fly drops. First | put 
a few drops on my clit and 
rubbed it all over until | was 
tender. | reached over to her 
and put a few drops on her 
clit. | started rubbing it all over 
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and she really liked it a lot. 
We put enough on our clits 
so they would be nice and 
juicy and ready to go. At first 
| thought it was strange that 
a girl was playing with my clit, 
but then it just came so 
naturally. When we had 
finished with each other, we 
went downstairs to our guys 
and also to finish our drinks. 
After the drinks all four of us 
went upstairs to our water 
bed. 

There were candles lit here 
and there. Tom and George 
lay down on the water bed, 
so Roxanne went to Tom and 
| went to George. 

| started giving George a 
blowjob, licking first his shaft 
and then the head. While that 
was going on | was fondling 
his balls. He moaned like he 
had never felt that before. | 
took his cock into my hand 
and raised it to my juicy lips, 
bringing his ass closer to me 
so | could suck him deeper 
and deeper into my throat. 
He kept moving back and 
forth so that | would suck 
harder and deeper. | would 


then go down by his balls and. 


start sucking and licking. | 
love to move slowly with my 


tongue, lightly along the balls. — 


That really turns George on. 

After a while | felt a nudge 
from Tom, so | turned around. 
Then the greatest experience 
started. Roxanne grabbed 
one of my breasts and started 
massaging it, then my 
nipples. So | reached over to 
caress her breasts too. They 
were so soft and round! 

_ | moved her closer to me 
and started to suck on both 
of her nipples. | looked up at 
Tom and George and they 
were lying back, beating off 
while watching us girls. | went 
back to Roxanne. | was so 
gentle at first, but then | 
realized how much | liked it. | 
pulled at her nipples. | knew 
she was turned on, as she 
was moaning and asking for 
more. | turned around and 
moved my hand slowly down 
her soft stomach towards her 
pubic hair. | found her clit with 


my finger and started teasing 
her with my tongue. 

She was shaking all over. 
She stopped me and started 
to caress my breasts and 
suck on my nipples. She was 
sucking them like | had never 


experienced before, and 


once again my nipples were 
hard. It was so great to have 
a girl caressing and sucking 
my breasts like that. My 
breasts were sticking right up 
and moving back and forth, 
asking for more. She was 
gentle and | loved every bit 
of it. 

We switched positions and 
| slowly moved my hand 
down to her soft stomach. | 
went farther down and 
reached her pubic hair. She 
had obviously shaved a while 
ago. She spread her legs 
apart while | slowly began to 
probe inside her. My finger 
slipped in so easily because 
her vagina and clit were so 
wet and juicy. The juices 
really turned me on. The 
scent and the feel of it were 
heavenly. 

This was the first time | had 
ever made love to a woman. 
It felt great. | kept moving my 
fingers in and out of her, 
rubbing her juices all over her 
lios. Her lips were so slippery 
and swollen, but she still 
wanted more. While | was 
exploring her clit once again 
between two of my fingers, | 
realized that this was one of 
my favorite ways of climaxing. 
| tightened my two fingers on 
her clit and gripped it with just 
enough pressure so that 
she'd start jerking and want 
to fuck. | was rubbing it back 
and forth. 

Roxanne was just moaning 
away like she was in heaven. 
| stuck my tongue inside her. 
She tasted so clean and the 
scent was fantastic! It was so 
beautiful. She reached or- 
gasm, and then we switched 
and she did the same for me. 
Just great! | can’t wait to do it 
again. In fact, Roxanne and | 
have already set a date to 
enjoy each other again. — 
Name and address withheld 
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Mr. & Mrs. Universe 
News of the World 
announced that former Mr. 
America and Mr. Universe 
title holder, Bob Paris, 
“married” his live-in love 
of two years in what 
Reverend Ernest Pipes, 
the Unitarian Church 
official in California who 
performed the ceremony, 
called it a ‘celebration 
and affirmation of their 
commitment to each 
other.” The dashing 
groom's white tuxedo and 
salmon-pink bow tie and 
sash matched that of his 
equally dashing groom, 


blond bodybuilder Rod 
Jackson. 

“It was love at first 
sight,” said newlywed 
Bob. “We looked at each 
other, and Bam! We both 
knew we were destined to 
spend the rest of our lives 
together.” Anticipating ques- 
tions about their respec- 
tive roles (and perhaps 
explaining the absence of 
the traditional wedding 
gown), Rod assured the 
press that “we both wear 
the pants in this family.” 
Up to now, their “family” 
has included two dogs 
and a macaw. But now 
Bob and Rod want 
children. And muscled 
hubby Rod insists, “We're 
a normal couple.” Califor- 
nia child adoption agen- 
cies may very well agree.bx 
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Gardner Cultivated Sex 
She said she had spent 
her childhood in North 
Carolina ‘pickin’ bugs off 
tobacco plants.” 

But it was not so much 
her green thumb as her 
36-20-36 figure that later 
caused interest to sprout 
in the trousers of matinee 
idols all over Hollywood in 
the forties and fifties. 

Cosmopolitan maga- 
zine remembered Ava 
Gardner as the sexy siren 
whose call caused Frank 
Sinatra to run his first 


marriage on the rocks; 
who “drove an impas- 
sioned Mickey Rooney to 
break down her bedroom 
door’ to get at her; who 
knocked out (literally) 
breasts-obsessed billion- 
aire Howard Hughes; and 
caused a “love-crazed” 
George C. Scott to pursue 
her halfway around the 
world. She had, by all 
accounts, a frightening 
and irresistible sexual 
oower. 

Even after their divorce, 
Mickey Rooney couldn't 
keep his hands off her. 
Gossip columnist Hedda 
Hopper observed the star 
trying to slip his hand 
under his ex-wife's dress 
at a film preview one 
evening and, noting her 
resistance, said, “Aw, let 
him play. be 
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He Fondly Remembers 

His First Taste 

of a Maile Member 

| have always thought that 
sucking another guy’s dick 
would make me a queer or 
weirdo, and | have always 
been careful about revealing 
the dream | have had about 
blowing another man’s cock. 
Although | have had many 
opportunities to suck a cock, 
| always felt afraid to try. 
Since | have been old enough 
to go to adult movies, | have 
been jacked off and have 
jacked off quite a few men, 
but | have never had one in 
my mouth, although | have 
thought about that very much. 
| am now twenty-nine, and | 
would like to share with your 
readers my initial adult 
homosexual experience, 
which happened two years 
ago in Chicago, Illinois. 

One night | decided to go 
to a double feature at one of 
our local theaters. From what 
| recall, the movies were 
Emmanuelle and Weekend 
with the Babysitters. They 
were both R-rated movies, 
and | figured there would be 
some “skin action.” Sure 
enough, there were a lot of 
bare bodies in the first movie, 
and | spent a lot of time 
feeling my cock when a sexy 
scene was on the screen. 

When the first movie 
ended, | got up from my seat 
to go to the john. | proceeded 
to unzip my pants and take a 
piss when another guy went 
up to the next stall to do the 
same. A few seconds went 
past, and | felt this person 
Staring at me. Sure enough, 
the guy in the next stall was 
looking down at my cock. My 
whole body started shaking. | 
have fantasized so many 
times about something like 
this happening to me. | 
hesitated for a moment, then 
thought to myself, Why not? 

He continued to look at me, 
and | decided to show him 
more. | cautiously stepped 
back about two or three 
inches and let my left hand 
hang down, holding my cock 


with my right hand so he 
could get a better view of 
what | had. Although | only 
have about seven inches, | 
consider myself well-en- 
dowed, and so do a lot of my 
female partners. 

Anyway, he continued 
staring and moved his right 
hand away from his own cock 
so | could see what he had. 
He was a little better hung 
than | was (about eight and a 
half inches), and | was happy 
that he was circumcised—an 
uncircumcised dick would 
undoubtedly have turned me 
off. 

With the looks we 
exchanged, there was no 
doubt that we were very 
interested in each other. After 
| finished taking my piss, | left 
the john, and he followed me 
to my seat. | decided to sit in 
the second seat so he could 
sit in the aisle seat. A few 
minutes went past before he 
put his hand on my thigh and 
started rubbing It. My cock 
was so hard | was afraid it 
would explode. He lifted his 
hand up to my genital area 


and started fondling my dick. 
| touched his hand very 


gently to hold my explosion 
for as long as possible. It felt 
so good having another hand 
on my dick, but | was still so 
nervous that my body was 
shaking more than before. | 
decided to put my hand on 
his cock. To my delight, he 
was also hard and very horny. 
He whispered in my ear that 
he wanted to suck my dick 
and he wanted me to suck 
him too. My mind was so 
shattered then, | didn’t know 
what to say. | hesitated for as 
long as possible and then 
suggested we leave the 
theater for a more comfort- 
able place. Although | had 


~ no idea where to go, we both 


got up to leave. We stopped 
outside and talked about 
where we wanted to go. We 
decided on a nearby area 
that was being developed 
and had many new houses in 
the process of being built. | 
followed him and parked in a 


dark area where no one was 
in sight. | felt very comfortable 
and safe there. 

We both got out of our 
cars, and he took my hand 
and walked for a while to a 
grassy area away from the 
road. It was then that he held 
me close to him and put his 
lios to mine. | was really 
shocked by this but decided 
to go through with it. To my 
Surprise it was a real turn-on 
when his tongue explored 
mine. It was the first time | 
had kissed another man. He 
dropped to his knees, 
unbuckled my pants and 
unzipped them. My cock was 
so excited | was surprised | 
didn’t come right then and 
there. He took my cock into 
his mouth and started 
sucking ever so softly. He 
was fondling my ass at the 
same time, and | can't explain 
the sensation | was feeling. | 
tried to hold off as long as | 
could, but then the moment 
came. | exploded into his 
mouth. He swallowed every 
drop and kept his mouth on 
my dick until | was completely 
limp. 

He then told me it was my 
turn. | had been given such a 
fantastic blowjob by him, how 
could | say no? | told him | 
had never done this before, 
and he told me he would be 
very careful with me and that 
| should take my time. | 
unzipped his pants and 
pulled down his underwear. 
In front of me was the first 
cock | would ever suck in my 
life. | was so scared | didn't 
know what to do. | grabbed 
the base of his cock and 
started licking the sides of his 
dick. | was really getting 
turned on by this, and he was 
rubbing my hair and giving 
me support. After a while | put 
his cock in my mouth. At first 
| thought | would gag on it, 
but he was very gentle with 
me and didn't force me to do 
anything | didn’t want to. | 
sucked up and down on 
his eight and a half-inch cock, 
getting as much as | could 
into my mouth. After about 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


two minutes of me sucking 
him, | felt him tense up. | 
grabbed his ass and tried to 
get as much of his cock as 
possible in my mouth without 
choking on it. He came, and | 
felt so relieved. AS so many 
of your letters have said, there 
was nothing to it. | had finally 
sucked a Cock! 

We both put our pants 
back on and talked a little 
more about our experience. 
We kissed again, very 
passionately, and decided to 
exchange phone numbers so 
we could see each other 
again. After that initial 
experience, Kenny and | saw 
each other about once very 
two or three weeks. Although 
| have since moved to 
Honolulu, Kenny has come to 
visit me once last year and 
plans to visit me again soon. 
| plan to introduce him to a 
friend of mine who | met on 
the beach in Waikiki, who 
hangs about ten inches. | 
hope we have a fantastic 
threesome. Although | have 
had quite a few gay 
experiences since moving to 
Hawaii, that first night with 
Kenny was my most exciting 
so far.—N.B., Honolulu, 
Hawaii 


First Time for Best 
Friends Leads fo 
Private Revelations 
lf this letter seems confused, 
it’s because I’m still sorting 
out how | feel about what's 
been happening to me. When 
| came to Los Angeles to visit 
my best friend, Hanna, | was 
expecting an adventurous 
two weeks, but I’ve already 
had more excitement than | 
counted on, and it’s been 
only twenty-four hours. 

| should start by saying 
that I’m twenty-three with 
auburn hair, green eyes, and 
a body |’m frankly rather 
proud of. Hanna, also 
twenty-three, has dark brown 
hair and eyes and flawless, 
fair skin. She is about my size, 
five feet six, but has larger 
breasts. She is the most 
beautiful woman I've ever 
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known. We roomed together 
for four years at a private 
women’s college in the 
northeast and stayed in close 
touch after she moved to the 
big city. | was delighted when 
she asked me to come and 
visit her. 

Yesterday was a long day. 
The trip to the airport and the 
long flight had tired me out. 
So about a half hour before 
we were to land, | went to the 
ladies’ room to freshen up. | 
couldn't help stopping to 
admire myself in the mirror, 
when | decided | looked a 
little too proper for this 
vacation. | slipped out of my 
blouse to remove my bra and 
ran my fingers over my large 
pink nipples till they were 
hard and tingling and my 
pussy had soaked my 
panties. | was aching for 
release, so | pulled my skirt 
up, whipped off my panty- 
hose and panties and sat 
back to enjoy myself. | used 
long, slow strokes up 
between my lips and grad- 
ually concentrated more and 
more around my swollen little 
clitoris. | finally came just as 
the pilot announced our final 


approach. | only had time to - 


put back on my blouse and 
shoes, and stuff all my 
underwear into my purse. | 
felt wonderfully sexy as my 
bare breasts bounced under 
my mostly open silk blouse 
when | walked down the aisle. 
| was also delighted by the 
cool feeling on my inner 
thighs as my juices dried. 

| saw Hanna as soon as | 
got to the airport gate. She 
was so stunning she brought 
a lump to my throat. She was 
wearing skintight jeans, very 
high heels, and a burgundy 
silk blouse. I'd never had any 
bisexual urges before, but it 
gave me chills to see those 
firm, high 35Cs with the erect 
nipples visible through the 
thin fabric, and especially to 
feel them touching mine as 
we hugged. | noticed Hanna 
staring down my blouse, but 
when she realized | had seen 
her she blushed. | told myself 


to get those ideas out of my 
head—after all, | thought, 
we’re both absolutely straight. 
On the way to her place, | 
told Hanna about my trip, 
including the last half hour, 
which really seemed to 
interest her. Once at her 
apartment we got a little 
drunk, and we talked and 
laughed until almost three 
o'clock in the morning. Hanna 
suggested we get some 


sleep, since she had a big 


day planned. After | show- 
ered, Hanna showed me my 
bedroom, then went to take 
her shower while | got ready 
for bed. | slipped into my 
emerald teddy (I’d brought it 
with me especially for the 
benefit of the lover I’d hoped 
to find). Wanting to say good 
night to Hanna, | looked 
around for something to read 
to keep me up. | was 
surprised to find Penthouse 
Letters. I'd never dared to buy 
such a magazine back home, 
so | was Curious about what 


| it was like. | took it to bed and 


started reading the letters. 
They made me so horny | just 


.had to do something. | started 


rubbing my pussy through 
the thin crotch of my teddy 
as | read. | was so engrossed 
| didn’t hear the water go off, 
so it startled me to hear 
Hanna say, “Wouldn't it be 
better if | did that?” 

She stood in the doorway 
wrapped in a towel, looking 
very desirable. My heart 
pounded as | answered, ‘I've 
wanted you since | first saw 
you tonight.” | sat spellbound 
as Hanna walked toward me, 
dropping the towel to reveal 
her perfect body. I'd often 
seen her naked when we 
were roommates, but it 
seemed very different now. 
When she was close enough 
| reached out with both hands 
and pulled her down over me 
to kiss her. 

Hanna held back for a 
moment as if to consider what 
we had started. Then she 
gave me a nervous, tentative 
peck on the lips. | was 
relieved that Hanna was as 
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Andy With a Camera 
Bob Colacello, the former 
editor of Andy Warhol's 
Interview magazine, ob- 
served in an article in 
Vanity Fair that if there was 
one topic that was taboo | 
at Warhol’s famed Factory 
in New York City, it was the 
pop artist's sex life. It was 
in fact a mystery, even to 
many of those who hung 
out with him. _ 
Colacello’s own recol- 
lection of Warhol’s sex life 
consists of having to listen 
to Andy repeat “Sex is so 
abstract,” over and over 
like a broken record. But 
~Halston’s close friend and 
window dresser, Victor 


Hugo, remembers collabo- 
rating with Warhol on his" 
sexually graphic, ho- 
moerotic Torso Series in 
the infamous “back room” 
(Warhol’s studio) at the 
Factory. As Warhol's 
casting agent and some- 
time model for the Torsos, 
Hugo recruited “assis- 
tants” —young men hired 
by the hour—from the 
Everhard and St. Mark’s 
bathhouses to help Andy 
“paint.” 

Colacello notes that, 
with the exception of 
Catherine Guiness, the 
English beer heiress, the 
“Factory girls’ —a clique 
that sometimes included 
Liza Minnelli, Anjelica 
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Huston, Bianca Jagger 
and a bevy of Halston 
models—became wary of 
venturing into that back 
room. When Warhol's 
manager raised a stink 
about it, the actual 
process of making “art” 
was moved to Victor 
Hugo’s loft. And that’s 
where Warhol went every- 
day to do the Polaroid sex 
sessions. 

According to Halston, 
in the course of taking 
pictures of his hired 
“assistants, Posing na- 
ked and performing oral 
and other forms of 
intercourse, “Andy would 


break out in terrible sweats 
and get nervous and 
shake. ...” And after 
taking a few packs of | 
Polaroids, he “always 
dashed to the bathroom 
and locked himself in... .” 
Halston was convinced 
that Andy was, as he put 
it, “having an organza in 
there.” Hugo has said that 
when the Fifteen Minute 
Man would come out of 
the bathroom he would be 
pale and would have 
regained his cool exterior. 

Colacello also notes 
that while any discussion 
of Warhol's own sex life 
was “strictly off limits,” he 
demanded to know every 
single detail of everyone 
else's. bX 


62 


GIRLS & GIRLS/BOYS & BOYS 


new to this as |. It was 
obviously the first time with 
another woman for both of us. 
We embraced tightly, then 
shared a longer, deeper kiss. 
Hanna then had me sit up 
and started to remove my 
teddy, saying, “I! want to see 
all of you and feel your skin 
on mine.” She kissed each 
inch of skin as she uncovered 
my shoulders and then my 
breasts. | was in heaven with 
my dearest friend’s tongue 
and teeth on my nipples, 
teasing, nibbling and suck- 
ing. Meanwhile, Hanna’s 
hands had finished pulling 
down my teddy and | finally 
kicked it off. 

Now that we were both 
nude, | pulled Hanna back 
up so her beautiful breasts 
hung above my face. | 
squeezed one gently and 
was delighted by the 
softness. Then | flicked my 
tongue around the nipple until 
it was hard and red as a 
cherry. All the while our legs 
were entwined and our love 
juices flowed together, hers 
into my pussy and mine into 
hers. The fragrance of our sex 
rose to my head and was too 
much to resist. With Hanna 
on her hands and knees; | 
worked my way down her 
belly until | reached her neatly 
groomed pubic patch. It was 
cut very short, was no more 
than an inch wide, and 
reached to maybe two inches 
above the top of her opening. 
| stroked her cute little bush, 
first with my fingers, then with 
my tongue. | gradually 
opened her up to admire her 
gleaming inner lips, and | 
inhaled deeply to savor her 
strong, musky scent. ‘Please, 
Elissa, don’t make me wait!” 
she pleaded. So | pulled her 
hips to me and drove my 
tongue as deep inside her as 
| could. My darling Hanna 
was So delicious, | ran my 
tongue all over her. At last, | 
took her erect clit between 
my lips and sucked. Hanna 
immediately went perfectly 
rigid and climaxed in great 
heaving sobs, collapsing 


beside me and holding my 
head close to her groin where 
| wanted it to be. 

Bringing Hanna off could 
only be surpassed by having 
her do me. She kissed my 
mouth, obviously relishing the 
taste of her pussy on my lips, 
tongue, nose and chin. 
Hanna reached down be- 
tween my wide-open thighs 
to caress my mound, damp 
with both our honeys, pulling 
gently at my long, thick pussy 
hair. | involuntarily thrust my 
hips to meet her roaming 
fingers. Finally she started to 
work my pussy with two 
fingers going in and out, filling 
me to the brim. Her other 
hand held my face close to 
hers as it stroked my long, 
wavy mane. She kissed me 
deeply and | sucked her 
tongue into my mouth. It was 
incredible to be so close. Our 
breasts, bellies and legs 
blended together, with only 
Hanna’s strong fingers be- 
tween us. She watched my 
reactions closely, and then, 
as | was on the brink, 
suddenly went down on me 
as no man ever has. | had an 
orgasm unlike any other. 

Hanna and | were both 
exhausted, but too excited to 
sleep. We lay close together, 
stroking each other’s breasts, 
thighs, ass, and pussy. We 
were kissing tenderly and 
murmuring endearments. At 
last | dropped off to sleep as 
the gray light of dawn 
penetrated the curtains. 

Today it all seems like a 
dream. Neither of us has 
mentioned last night. What- 
ever happens, I’ve had the 
best, most beautiful sex 
ever.—Name and address 
withheld 


Seductive Teacher Passes 
Along Some Less 

Than Scholarly Information 
My husband and | hadn't 
been getting along. Because 
of pressures on the job and 
working late, more and more 
he was going out with the 
guys. | knew it was harmless; 
he just needed some time. 


~ 


Needless to say | was 
getting bored and somewhat 
depressed. The house was 
as Clean as it could be and 
the children were away at 
summer camp. | needed 
something to occupy my 
time. My neighbor recom- 
mended | join the new health 
club that had just opened. | 
had a good figure but could 
have used some toning up, 
SO | joined. 

There | was, peddling my 
exercycle and thinking there 
had to be something better, 
when | met Irene. She began 
peddling on the bike next to 
me and started up a 
conversation. We started 
giggling about the other 
women at the club. They were 
all shapes and sizes. Irene 
was so easy to talk to. We are 
both in our late twenties but 
she seems much younger 
and makes me feel the same. 
Irene, though still smiling, 
became serious and told me 
she thought | was the prettiest 
woman at the club. | had to 
disagree. | said she had the 
radiant beauty that only a 
single, relaxed, self-assured 
woman could have. She has 
shoulder-length, black wavy 
hair, and large, sexy Spanish 
eyes. My hair is auburn, and 
falls to my waist. She is in 
such great form—what a 
body! 

| wondered if she noticed 
that | kept looking at her. | 
surprised myself by trying to 
imagine her in the nude. | 
swept these thoughts from 
my mind, and since it was 
getting close to noon, | invited 
her home for lunch. She 
insisted | come to her 
apartment, as it was only a 
few blocks away. 

It was a beautiful summer 
day, but the air conditioner 
was a welcome relief. The 
drapes were drawn and she 
put on some soft Spanish 
music. It was like walking into 
another world. Irene handed 
me a small tin box filled with 
joints and told me to help 
myself while she showered. | 
sat back on a comfortable red 
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velvet chair and took a few 
hits. It was good. | hadn't 
smoked for a while so the 
high was nice. 

| heard the water from the 
shower as Irene called out for 
me to bring her a joint. 
Feeling comfortable with 
myself, | didn’t hesitate. She 
popped her head out as | 
handed it to her. “Thank 
you, she said, and took a 
couple of hits. To my 
surprise she pushed the 
curtain back so she was in 
full view. Her skin tone 
against the blue wall was 
breathtaking. Although she 
has a small build, her breasts 
are round and firm, standing 
straight out. The curve 
of her hips brought my eyes 
down to her black, curly 
air, perfectly shaped. 

She invited me in. “I’m 
sure you Could use a shower 
after exercising.’ | felt 
self-conscious and needed a 
little coaxing. She invited me 
again. “| want you to sample 
some of my bath oils,” she 
said innocently. As | was 
getting undressed | could feel 
the heat in my thighs rising to 
my cunt. | knew what she 
wanted. 

Although | had never been 
with a woman, | had often 
fantasized about it. 

As | got in, Irene handed 
me a bar of pink soap. | 
washed myself as she was 
covering herself in exotic oils. 
Then she turned to me. | 
could hardly breathe. She 
cupped some oil in her hand 
and, without asking, began 
rubbing it on me. 

Her hands were so soft. 
She started with my back, 
massaging me with oll. | 
turned around and we smiled 
at each other. She took the 
small bottle of oil and poured 
it on each breast. She rubbed 
it in gently, cupping my 
breasts and nipples. She 
turned the shower into a 
warm, soft spray and 
began caressing my pussy. | 
almost came as she 
touched my clit with her 
fingers. | was ready. | wanted 
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to feel her tongue on me. 
Just then she turned off the 
water and we stepped out. 
We dried off, giggling from 
the high, and she led me to 
her bedroom. Irene dropped 
her towel and kissed me. | 
had never kissed a woman. 
Her lips were soft and 
sensuous, her tongue experi- 
enced. | responded, rolling 
my tongue around hers, in 
and out of her mouth. 

We lay on her bed. The 
pink satin sheets were cold 
but inviting. | got the feeling 
she had set this up, but | was 
glad she had chosen me. Her 
delicate features were so 
enticing. | ran my hand 
through her flowing hair. 

lrene started to lick my 
body. Her tongue was hot 
and knew exactly where to 
go. She slid it over my 
stomach and stopped at my 
belly button, then proceeded 
down to my begging cunt. 
Parting my lips, she began 
licking and sucking my clit. 
When her tongue entered me, 
we both began to moan. | 
was guided onto my knees, 


facedown on the satin pillow. . 


She was kissing my rear as 
her tongue began probing 
my hole. My body welcomed 
her finger in my very wet 
pussy. As | turned over she 
went hungrily for my cunt, 
lapping up my juices. That 
was all it took. My body 
contracting, | started shaking 
and moaning. My pelvis was 
thrusting upward, and out 
came a scream of ecstasy. It 
was my first truly intense 
orgasm. 

Irene quickly pushed my 
head to her waiting pussy. 
Her cunt arched into the air. 
As she moaned, sweet juices 
were rolling down her legs. | 
kissed her clit and began 
licking up her juices, getting 
my first delicious taste. | was 
flicking my tongue on her clit 
as she began massaging my 
still-dripping cunt. | placed 
my middle finger in her hole 
while my tongue was deep 
inside her hot flesh. “More!” 
she yelled, her bush 


thrashing against my wet 
face. My finger sliding in and 
out of her hole, she went wild, 
grabbing my pussy. Our 
bodies were quivering and 
shaking and we both came 
together. 

We got cleaned up and 
went to the kitchen for lunch. 
“| have a feeling you've done 
this before,” | said. She 
smiled, “Yes, I’m a Spanish 
teacher at the university. One 
of my students turned 
me on a couple of years ago. 
| think all women are 
bisexual,” she said. 

She couldn't believe it was 
my first time. | told her | had 
read about this sort of thing 
often and had fantasized 
about it many times. After that 
we became very good 
friends. My husband is home 
more often now and the kids 
are back in school. She told 
me that next she would 
introduce me to her vibrator. | 
told her it’s time | introduced 
her to my husband.—Name 
and address withheld 


The views above on bi and 
gay sex are those of some of 
your fellow Penthouse Letters 
readers. Do you share the 
same turn-ons? Maybe you've 
had different experiences. Let 
your story be told. After all, 
how many other chances do 
you get to tell the explicit 
details of your sex life to 
thousands of people? Send 
your letters to: Penthouse 
Letters, Dept. DM, 1965 
Broadway, New York, NY 
10023-5965. 


PHOTO CREDITS 


Sid Daniels, pages 30-32; John David, 
pages 90-91, 92 top, 92-93, 94-95 and 
95 bottom; Erotics Gallery, 19; Hideki 
Fujji, pages 66-71; Alvaro Guillot, pages 
26-29; J. Stephen Hicks, page 2 bottom 
left; Tim Jessel, page 53; Bartek Malysa, 
pages 11, 13, 14, 36, 37, 38, 39, 59, 60, 
61, 62, 84, 85 and 87; Suze Randall, 
front cover; Earl Miller, pages 2 middle 
left and bottom right, 41-42; David Bren- 
dan Ryan, pages 44-46; David Schoen, 
inside front cover and pages 4-7 and 
65; George Staempfli, pages 48-51; Ron 
Vogel, pages 2 top left and 2-3; Allan J. 
Wash, pages 91, 92 bottom and 95 top. 


“He whispered in 
my ear that he 
wanted to suck my 
dick and he 
wanted me to suck 
him too. My mind 
was so shattered 
then, | didn't know 
what to say” 
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Forget Cigarettes —She’s Smoking 

in the Boy’s Room 

I'm a twenty-eight-year-old housewife, 
with a fairly tall build (five feet eight 
inches) and a nice figure, though a bit 
small in the chest. Most of the time I’m a 
model wife and mother, and | get a good 
deal of joy from my life. But once a week 
| do something that many would call 
kinky. | call it liberated and absolutely 
wonderful. 

| put on no makeup or perfume, bind 
my breasts firmly against my chest, wear 
jeans, a checkered shirt, tennis shoes 
with sweat socks, and stuff all my hair 
beneath a cap. Then | spend the entire 
afternogn in a men’s locker room at a 
local college. | choose the college be- 
cause | know It’s filled with horny young 
studs who want to have sex with no 
questions asked. 

| have a favorite stall where | sit and 
wait for someone to take the stall next to 
mine. | tao my foot several times. If the 
man next door is interested (he usually 
is), he will tap his foot. We do this little 
dance for a few minutes until I’m sure 
he is getting excited in anticipation of a 
good cocksucking. Then | reach under 
the dividing wall and gently touch his 
legs, moving toward that pleasure spot 
between them. 

The man will drop to his knees and 
stick his hard-on under the divider into 
my stall. Without hesitation | go to it, 
licking and slurping his meat with gusto. 
If the man is really limber, he can slide 
his knees under so his cock is sticking 
up on my side. When | get too excited, 
especially with the musky-smelling uncir- 
cumcised ones, |-will turn around and 
slio that rod deep into my already 
drenched pussy. Imagine my partner's 
surprise when he knows he’s fucking a 
woman! We both come quickly this way, 
and it’s fantastic. But | have to be careful 
not to make too much noise: | like to 
squeal. | 

Sometimes I’m lucky enough to have 
men on both sides of me at once. | will 
alternate licking their cocks, then take 
one deep into my throat while | kneel and 
let the man on the other side enter me 
from the rear. it’s the ultimate fantasy 
fuck—to be screwing two men whose 
faces | never see and who never see 
mine. To them I’m a warm, sucking ma- 
chine. To me they are stiff, throbbing 
rods who shoot their sweet cream into 
my burning womanhood. 
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XAVIERA SAY 


This goes on for two or three hours 
with new men arriving after my depleted 
lovers leave. Often they try to see me. (| 
pull back.) They also pass notes asking 
for my phone number. But what could 


equal the excitement of this nameless 


sex? The added possibility of discovery 
makes for even more spice. To each 
note | reply, “Be here next week!” 

After my busy day | get home in time 
to shower and fix dinner for my family. 
Sex with my husband has improved dra- 
matically since | began my weekly jaunts. 
If things get slack for me, | can just 
conjure up a fantasy based on Wednes- 
day’s loving. But it has to remain a se- 
cret, because my husband would never 
understand if he knew I'd sucked half a 
dozen cocks before dinner. —G. I. 


! wish | were one of the boys. What a 
surprise to find you there! May all college 
boys get someone like you in their locker 
rooms to relieve them from their studies. 
And it doesn't surprise me that your extra- 
curricular activities have actually im- 
proved lovemaking with your husband. 


Toejob Could Add 

to Already Great Sex 

| was: in the last six months of my hitch 
in the navy when | went on my final 
two-week leave. It was a long ride home 
by bus, but all the way | kept thinking of 
the horniest chick | knew back home. 
She wasn't the young girl | was seeing, 
but my mother’s friend, Alice. She was 
always hot for me, and right then | couldn't 
have been more hot for her. 

The look on her face when she opened 
the door was worth a millign, | guess 
because she saw me with the same look 
on mine. | was hungry and looking for a 
warm welcome home. 

She invited me in for a few drinks. | 
couldn't help but stare at her, from the 
top of her head down to her beautiful, 
bare feet. | took her feet onto my lap, 
gently rubbing them. This really got her 
going, but what she did and said took 
me by complete surprise. She put her 
foot right near my face and begged me 
to make love to her feet with my tongue. 
This really turned me:on. | sucked and 
licked her toes until she almost lost her 
breath. We then stood up and undressed 
each other. She said she would be right 
back and left me and my rod hanging. 
When she came back she had a jar of 
honey and a small brush. She applied 
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the honey to her toenails and in between 
her toes. | was totally amazed. She sat 
on the couch and made like she was a 
queen and | was her slave or something. 
Well, | went along with her, as | kind of 
enjoyed it also. | knew that more would 
come. 

| dropped to my knees, licking her 
feet and sucking her toenails. It didn't 
take long to get her to come. She finally 
caught her breath and began to beg for 
my dick. The moment couldn't have been 
finer. | thrust my cock into her tunnel of 
love. She was moaning and groaning, 
begging me to fuck her even harder. 
When | finally came, she licked the come 
off my dick and begged me again to 
suck her feet. | think we had more fun 
doing that than anything else. 

Have you ever had your feet licked? 
How did you like it?—G.uJ. 


This is actually the first time | have re- 
ceived a letter relating to what | myself 
once experienced: an incredible toejob. 
The foot has so many nerve endings and 
may well be one of the most erogenous 
zones on the body. Unfortunately most 
people never pay attention to the foot, 
probably because they think feet are 
there to walk on and that's all. 

! once spent a week in the company 
of a lesbian lover of mine. We rented a 
Chalet in the mountains. After one week 
of lovemaking, | suddenly had this tre- 
mendous urge to have my own penis 
and not just use one of the dildos or 
vibrators. Until then my girlfriend and | 
had relied.on heavy petting and mutual 
oral sex, but somehow | began to fanta- 
size about growing a cock from some 
part of my body. | begged my lover to 
kiss and suck my body so | could per- 
haps imagine that | was growing a penis 
myself. She was allowed to touch any 
part of my body except my clitoris or 
vaginal area. | wanted to experience an 
orgasm from a different point this time. | 
made her suck my earlobe, my neck and 
eventually my breasts. This all felt sensa- 
tional, but it still did not give me the 
feeling that | had my own cock. Finally | 
guided her toward my right foot and fed 
her my big toe. She masturbated with 
one hand while intensely sucking my 
toe. | lay back with my hands behind my 
head, like a man sometimes does when 
he enjoys a good blowjob. | closed my 
eyes and let the sensation of her warm 
mouth and rapid tongue going around 
my big toe and in between my other toes 
take me away on an incredible fantasy 
trio: | was growing this huge cock at the 
end of my toe! , 

After a good ten minutes of her ca- 
ressing, massaging and sucking, | finally 
reached a brain-shattering orgasm that 
surpassed any normal vaginal or clitoral 


orgasm | had ever had before. | really 
felt as though | had ejaculated in my 
girlfriend’s mouth, and she came simul- 
taneously while masturbating. 


You Might Think You’re 
Doing Them a Favor—Xaviera 
Says it’s Just Plain Cruel 
| learned at.an early age, fourteen to be 
exact, that showing a little extra leg or 
unbuttoning an extra button can make 
life a little easier. Even in my present job 
as a legal secretary | know my boss 
enjoys peeking and is consequently very 
lenient on me if | am late or make a small 
bungle in the office. The clients (men 
only, of course) also enjoy the days | 
don't wear a bra under my slightly tight 
sweaters, allowing my nipples to poke 
against the fabric. Clients are never im- 
patient while waiting, as long as they can 
see a little extra skin. Some clients return 
to my desk several times to ask dumb 
questions and to have another look down 
my blouse or at my legs. The clients 
have a good view of me while | type. | 
usually pull uo my skirt or dress a little, 
or arrange for the slit in my skirt to be at 
the right place for them to see well. | love 
to wear dresses with buttons on the front. 
This allows me to really operate. | unbut- 
ton down from the neckline and up from 
the hemline. | rarely wear a slip, So as 
not to hide my legs. On those occasions 
| must wear one, | wear something sheer. 
My favorite outfit of all is my nearly 
transparent, green wraparound. | usually 
wear a sexy, lacy and skimpy bra, as 
my 34B breasts are quite firm and don't 
need much support. That little bit of lace 
dresses them up to the liking of the 
clients. | wear panties to match the bra 


- and sheer-top panty hose. When | sit 


down, | just let the dress open around 
my legs which, | have been told several 
times, are great. When: typing in this 
dress, | can give quite a leg shot from the 
side. | even flash a little of those sexy 
panties too! Needless to say, few maga- 
zines get read in my office, but plenty of 
peeking around them is greatly enjoyed 
by me. Once | even noticed a man read- 
ing a magazine upside down! —Y.P. 


Another cock-teasing lady. Well, you sure 
do keep your men hot and jumpy! 

| wonder if you, once in bed with a 
man, stop his penis from entering your 
probably oh-so-attractive honey pot. Is 
he only getting a glance of that as well? 
Cock-teasing can be funny and exciting, 
but you may cause those men a lot of 
discomfort when they go home with blue 
balls. 

! wonder what the women’s movement 
thinks of your attitude. To liberated fe- 
males, the woman Is definitely more than 
the sum of her private parts. It seems all 
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there is to you is a sexy body. Have you 
ever tried to talk to some of the clients, 
tried to boggle their minds? It can be 
much more fun than just exhibiting your 
best physical attributes. 


Make Sure You Know Where the 
Game Ends and Reality Begins 

Since this situation primarily concerns 
my wife, | should explain that she has 
been my bride for over twenty years, is 
avery attractive brunette and is extremely 
appealing sexually. 

She was a virgin when we married, 
and our lovemaking has continually im- 
proved since the early days of our mar- 
riage, when it was the missionary posi- 
tion or nothing. We have come to enjoy 
many variations that she never dreamed 
of. She is willing to try anything once, but 
never twice if she finds it unpleasant or 
unsatisfying. She particularly has learned 
to delight in oral sex, the only surefire 
guarantee of her reaching orgasm. 

Despite all of the sexual surprises we 
enjoy in our bedroom, her image, to eve- 
ryone who has met her, is considered to 
be completely straight. 

We keep no secrets. (She read this 
letter before | mailed it to you.) We dis- 
cuss fantasies openly (although | do 
nearly all the fantasizing for us both), 
which excites us. She once described 
making it with a black stud. | have re- 
vealed my vision of her with another guy, 
another couple or a group of guys. 
Strangely enough, my fantasies always 
include my wife—I am not turned on by 
imaginary escapades with other women. 
My wife always plays the starring role. 
Her real-life innocence and straight atti- 
tude only serve to fan the flame of my 
lurid imagination. 

We were home alone one evening 
about a week ago—a rare circumstance— 
when the kids were out. | had a porno 
flick that | had purchased months before 
but had never had the chance to see. | 
suggested to her that this would be the 
opportune time. We had gone to a porno 
theater a couple of times, but it didn't do 
anything for her (while it made me crazy 
with lust). She agreed we should show tt. 
She went to our bedroom to change into 
one of her special outfits —black, crotch- 
less bikini panties, black bra with holes 
for her nipples, and a sheer black negli- 
gee. | didn’t need to turn on the VCR to 
get turned on myself! 

| sat on the floor with my back against 
the wall. She sat between my legs and 
snuggled her back up against my chest. 
The film started with a beautiful blonde 
named Seka making it with a guy. She 
blew him, he ate her and they fucked a 
couple of times, but the only unique fea- 
ture of the film seemed to be this woman's 
exceptionally sensual beauty. 
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The film then switched to the blonde 
fondling and exchanging caresses with 
an attractive brunette. As they played 
with each other's tits and began to finger 
each other's pussy, my wife's hands 
moved to her breasts and she began— 
playfully, | thought—to moan and 
squeeze them. When these ladies started 
to eat each other out, my wife's moans 
became more genuine and her hand 
rested on her pussy. | could sense her 
arousal by the end of the flick. | asked 
her if she’d like to view it again. “Oh, 
God, yes!” she said breathlessly. 

| rewound the tape while trying to 
conceal the raging hard-on in my pants 
(caused by the thought that this film was 
really getting to her). | concentrated on 
her reactions to the second showing. !n 
order to encourage her, | wrapped both 
arms around her and firmly grabbed her 
nice, big tits. As the blonde was making 
it with the guy, my wife let her hand work 
her pussy, and her breathing left no doubt 
about her state of high excitement. 

When the two girls started doing their 
thing, my wife was frantically frigging her 
clit and groaning audibly. And when the 
stars started their oral action, my wife 
was whimpering, “Eat me, honey! Suck 
on my sweet, hairy pussy and make me 
come, baby!” She was out of control, 
which | had never seen before. Her pussy 
glistened in the light of the TV screen as 
she worked herself into a near frenzy. 
Her love juices clearly covered her busy 
fingers, the overflow soaking her panties. 
When Seka spread her gorgeous thighs 
for the brunette, my wife stuck her wet 
fingers into her mouth to lick and gasped, 
“Oh, baby, let me eat out that sweet 
honey cunt of yours!” She was now fran- 
tically switching hands between her 
pussy and her mouth as | kneaded her 
titties even harder. “Oh, fuck! Your pussy 
tastes so sweet | could eat it forever! Oh, 
it’s delicious! You make me crazy! Push 
your cunt into my face harder, baby!” 

When the film ended we didn't wait to 
go to our bedroom. | fucked her drenched 
pussy right then and there. | didn't last 
long because I’ve never been that worked 
up in my life. 

Afterward, when things became more 
calm, we talked about the film. She ad- 
mitted the film’s blonde really got her 
worked up. Although she has never en= 
tertained the thought before, she con- 
fessed that she would love the chance 
to make love to this Seka and would be 
ecstatic to find this lovely blonde’s face 
between her legs. 

| wouldn't mind at all if my wife has 
lesbian tendencies. But is it possible that 
one female could cause her to make a 
singular exception to her sexual prefer- 
ence? We don’t know. An unusually hand- 
some man couldn't change my strictly 
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heterosexual interest. If this blonde is the 
exception, dare | make an effort to make 
my wife’s fantasy a reality? | think | have 
read in your column that living out these 
erotic fantasies seldom matches up. 
—D.S. 


There is nothing wrong with realizing 
your mutual fantasy. Go out on the town 
one night in order to meet a lovely blonde. 
| also suggest you learn how to make 
your own home movies. Once you have 
found a willing female to join you in your 
ménage a trois, you may well end up 
being the cameraman as well.as the 
director. Buy a tripod so that you can 
jump into the picture as well! Living out 
your fantasies can be a lot of fun, but be 
aware that while a fantasy may well be 
sublime, reality sometimes proves a bit 
of a letdown. The excitement will be to 
find out for yourself and to be picky 
about whom you choose to share your 
bed and bed partner with. 


There’s More Than One Way to Ride 
Your Lover Out of Bed 

I've been living with my boyfriend for 
about six months now, and just recently 
I've had some pretty wild experiences 
with him while he’s been asleep. 

When | first moved in with him, | no- 
ticed Jim talked in his sleep, mostly about 
things that happened in his high school 
days (he’s twenty now). One night | had 
a conversation with him that eventually 
led to making love. All the while he was 
asleep and didn't have the slightest idea 
what was happening.- When Jim woke 
up, he told me he had had a very sexy 
dream about us. | told him it wasn't a 
dream, that we really had made love. 


Since that first time, Jim dreams about ° 


three times a week. But lately he’s been 
dreaming about Sophie, a married 
woman he was fooling around with when 
he was in high school and before we 
met. Well, while we're making dream 
love, he'll call me Sophie and tell me how 
much he likes me. 

We usually talk about our sleep ses- 
sions, but ever since he began dreaming 
of Sophie he hasn't been mentioning It. 

What | want to know is this: Can these 
dreams somehow be harmful to Jim? | 
don’t suspect him of cheating on me, but 
| can’t figure out how Sophie got in his 
mind. | don’t mind playing the part of 
Sophie, but | don’t want to encourage it. 
So I’ve been wondering if the dreams 
could hurt him psychologically. What do 
you think, Xaviera? Am | overreacting to 
nothing?—PS. 


As your boyfriend is still very young and 
barely over his love affair with Sophie, 
you cannot really blame him for confus- 
ing your names in his dreams. | honestly 


think he is very much involved with you 
but that somehow, while he is asleep, 
Sophie enters his mind. 

_ That you have actually managed to 
make love to him while he was asleep is 
doubtful. Men will wake up even while 
having a wet dream, a few seconds be- 
fore ejaculation. When | have dreamed 
of fucking somebody, | have always 
woken up just before penetration. It often 
left me very frustrated, as | would gladly 
have an orgasm while sleeping. Of 
course, a man can penetrate a sleeping 
woman, but whether or not she comes 
remains questionable. | wouldn't worry 
about him talking in his sleep. It gives 
your life with him an extra dimension. 
Tape it someday and see how he reacts 
when he listens to himself. 


Sit Back, Relax and Get to Know the 
Way Your Body Works 

My husband and | get along pretty well, 
both in bed and out. However, every so 
often it seems our sex life takes a turn for 
the worse. Although it’s still fairly good, 
it sometimes gets boring. We have tried 
a threesome a couple of times, which 
really turned us on and helped for a 
while, but the excitement eventually wore 
off. 

My husband is the first guy I’ve ever 
been with, so my sexual ideas are pretty 
limited. We read Penthouse Letters and 
your column every month and love the 
stories, which often report on things we'd 
like to try. But living in the middle of town 
makes privacy difficult, and with two chil- 
dren we can't just pack up and leave. | 
love my husband too much to lose him 
because of boring sex. | am willing to try 
just about anything that will help perk us 
Up. 
| think one of the problems could be 
that | hardly know my own body. | never 
learned to masturbate when | was 
younger and | have never experienced 
an orgasm. | Know | have come twice, 
since | have two children, but | never 
feel anything. Maybe | read too many 
books. Just once I'd like to feel explo- 
sions—or even a tingle—like it seems 
everyone else has. | feel so inadequate 
when we're making love and | cant come. 
Though my husband doesn’t complain, 
I'm sure he must feel that way sometimes 
too. —H.J. 


Knowing your own body is the first step 
to sexual liberation. Prudishness and Cal- 
vinistic upbringing, combined with guilt 
and shame, have ruined many a good 
marriage and frustrated many women. 
You say you've had two orgasms be- 
cause you have two children. You should 
know that conception does not automati- 
cally set off an orgasm. 

You should make an effort to achieve 
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an orgasm by whatever means required. 
Have you tried a vibrator, oral sex, Man- 
ual stimulation, holding your pussy under 
the shower or bath faucet? As far as the 
children are concerned, | presume they 
have their own rooms.and go to sleep at 
an earlier hour than you do. You should 
not worry about the children unless you 
have a creaming orgasm with moans 
and groans. Maybe it wouldn't be a bad 
idea for you to get involved with a third 
partner who is a sensual bisexual woman 
or even a lesbian. Let her try to satisfy 
your needs. You, in turn, may learn to 
relax and explore her body and, in so 
doing, find out more about yourself. And 
if you allow your husband to watch, he 
may learn what pleases his wife. 

To learn about your own body and 
how to masturbate, pick up a hand mirror 
and look at your vagina, Clitoris and inner 
and outer lips. Rub there gently, dipping 
your finger into your mouth to make it 
wetter. Rub on or around your Clitoris 
and think of pleasurable things. Possibly 
then your first orgasm will set in. 


Picture Yourself as a Pet, but Make 
Sure You Negate the Negatives 

As | write this letter, | already feel myself 
starting to get wet between my legs. My 
husband and | own a large house near 
a college and, to help pay the mortgage, 
rent out one of the rooms to a student. It 
was late one morning when Mike, our 
renter, came into the kitchen for some 
cookies. We sat down at the table and 
began to chat. 

He paid me several compliments and 
| felt like a kid blushing. | found him 
attractive and exciting, and wondered 
what he would be like in bed. Mike no- 
ticed on the living room end table my 
husband's latest issue of Penthouse Let- 
ters and asked if he could look at it. He 
brought it back to the kitchen table and 
looked at some of the models. Mike asked 
me if | knew that his major was photogra- 
phy. | knew this because he had asked 
my husband if he could set up a dark- 
room in the basement. He was explain- 
ing to me, while showing me the pictures 
of the models, the type of filters and the 
shutter soeeds used. Then Mike asked 
me if | had ever done any modeling, 
which | hadn't. He asked if | would. | 
must have turned beet red. | told him | 
couldn't, but | found myself wondering 
what | would look like dressed like those 
girls. Mike asked if | was ashamed of 
my body and commented that it was 
beautiful. . 

Mike told me not to say no but to think 
about it, as he had to borrow the lingerie 
from a girl in one of his classes. | couldn't 
sleep all that night. | kept dreaming of 
Mike and of modeling in front of him. 

The next morning Mike handed me a 
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box with lingerie in it, but | told him | 
couldn't. He told me to go into my room 
and at least try the clothes on. | knew | 
should have said no but | could not resist 
the temptation. Once in my bedroom, | 
opened the box and felt like a kid at 
Christmastime. | quickly. put on a lacy, 
maroon-colored bra with matching garter 
belt and the smallest pair of panties I've 
ever seen. | pulled up a pair of gray 
nylons and put on some spiked heels 
that had to be close to four inches high. 
| was so excited | couldn't help but start 
to masturbate. | came in about ten sec- 
onds. | looked so erotic, so wanton, | felt 
as if | were becoming someone else. 
Right then | decided | would be photo- 
graphed by Mike. 

| know Mike liked what he saw. He 
took several pictures of me standing, 
then had me remove my bra and panties 
and move onto the bed. With that he 
started a succession of instructions: cup 
my breasts, pinch my nipples, spread 
my knees farther apart. | was masturbat- 
ing so hard | didn’t see Mike undressing. 
| didn’t notice him till his knees were by 
my head and he was inserting his penis 
in my mouth. | never enjoyed sucking 
on a penis more. 

Mike was busy in the darkroom all 
night. When he showed me the pictures 
the next day | got horny all over again. 
Having used a timer, he even had pic- 
tures of me sucking his penis. | almost 
didn’t recognize myself. 

| have found that | like men looking at 
me. I’ve gone to short dresses and the 
braless look. This change has even got- 
ten my husband interested in sex again, 
but he’s still only interested in satisfying 
himself. | am forever grateful to the coax- 
ing by Mike. It has brought me a new 
understanding of myself.—C.B. 


| have no objection to people finding 
their fun outside if they cant get it at 
home. But be as discreet as possible 
with the pictures, even though you get a 
big bang out of seeing yourself in the 
buff. Don’t let the pictures get into the 
wrong hands, for they may well turn up 
under your husband's nose someday, 
perhaps causing a scandal. Is all this 
fooling around worth it? Make sure the 
negatives are destroyed immediately and 
keep all the shots yourself. Hide them 
well, maybe even in a safe deposit box. 
You can't be careful enough. If you were 
not married, | would say, “Let it all hang 
out and do as you want!” In that case, 
though, these games probably wouldnt 
turn you on so much! 


Young Virgin Has Older Man 
Administer the Rites of Passion 

My wife and | live in an average, middle- 
class neighborhood. You know, kids, 
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dogs, lawns and a station wagon in every 
driveway. My wife and | both work, her 
job occasionally taking her out of town. 
Recently, while my wife was away, | had 
an interesting visit from Theresa, an eight- 
een-year-old girl who lives in the neigh- 
borhood. She asked if she could come 
in and talk with me about a problem of 
hers, namely her boyfriend. 

We sat down in the living room and 
Theresa really floored me with her prob- 
lem. She said her boyfriend, Dave, 
wouldn’t have sex with her because she 
was an “inexperienced virgin.” | was 
speechless, then told her she should 
discuss her problem with her girlfriends, 
not me. She told me her girlfriends told 
her to talk to an older guy. She told me 
she had been taking the Pill for six 
months, so that wasn't a problem with 
Dave. She asked if | thought she was 
sexy enough. | told her, “Yes!” She is a 
cute girl, really built. Her problem, though, 
was her inexperience with sex. 

She asked me if | could show her 
some things about making love. | told 
her she should leave. All | needed was 
a neighborhood mistress. But Theresa, 
knowing my wife would be gone for two 
days, wouldn't leave. She had told her 
mother she would be staying with one of 
her girlfriends who was going to cover 
for her if her mom called. | asked her 
again to leave, but she unbuttoned her 
blouse to reveal a sheer bra surrounding 
two small but firm breasts with gorgeous, 
hard, deep-red nipples. “Am | turning 
you on?” she asked. 

| was speechless. | was just enjoying 
her young, beautiful body. Next she 
peeled off her skintight jeans to reveal 
two fabulous legs and a pair of white 
panties to match her bra. She came over 
and sat in my lap as | almost passed 
out. She said to take her upstairs and 
teach her how to screw. | was overcome. 
| couldn't control myself. 

| took Theresa to my bed to begin her 
lesson. First | tongued her virgin pussy 
for an eternity. She really loved it. | was 
rock-solid and wanted to get into her 
virgin snatch. As | eased it in | told her 
to stop me if it hurt. | slowly pushed my 
cock in as she moaned and squirmed. 
When | was all the way in | could feel 
that | was stretching her; my head was 
oressed against the end of her vagina. 
But Theresa didn’t mind. She started to 
meet my every thrust. She was so tight 
she seemed to stick right to my cock. | 
nibbled her breasts and nipples, getting 
her really excited as her juices started 
to flow freely. When | came she told me 
she could feel it sourting inside her. She 
clung to me and wouldn't let go even as 
| started to get soft. 

When | took it out of her she asked 
how she could make me hard again. | 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


told her to suck on my cock if she wanted 
to. Theresa was very gentle and her soft 
lips got me hard in about twenty minutes. 
She kept sucking, trying to get my entire 
dick into her mouth. | told her she would 
have to push my dick down her throat. 
She tried several times until, about fifteen 
minutes and fifty gags later, she suc- 
ceeded. After she took all of my dick she 
moved up and down my shaft, almost 
making me come. 

| laid her back down and tongued her 


some more before sticking my dick into - 


her small, tight, well-lubricated hole. She 
loved every minute, moving with me like 
a shadow. “Ooh,” she shrieked, “it feels 
so good. Better than before.” | suppose 
she was coming for the first time. 

When | got my rocks off again we took 
a rest and talked about sex. She stayed 
the night and we had sex two more 
times. When she awoke in the morning, 
Theresa said she was sore but otherwise 
felt terrific! | asked her to leave because 
| was afraid | would be caught with this 
eighteen-year-old nymph. When Theresa 
left she told me she would never tell 
anyone about last night. It was “our 
secret,’ | agreed. We kissed and she 
was off. About two months passed be- 
fore my wife had to go out of town on 
business again, and as | returned home 
from dropping her at the airport, there 
was Theresa on the patio. “I’m ready for 
another lesson,” she said. | couldn't re- 
sist, So we went and spent another night 
together as teacher and student in sex 
education. —RA.K. 


When | was a teenager | was not even 
allowed to wear any makeup, barely per- 
mitted to wear a plain brassiere and was 
still wearing socks instead of panty hose. 
Boyfriends were heavily checked out by 
my parents, and they were never much 
older than myself. | was, of course, al- 
ways falling in love either with a school- 
teacher or an older boy at school, but it 
merely remained at just dreaming about 
him or writing in my diary. Even mastur- 
bating was something that happened 
rarely and often by accident (on a bike 
or in a swimming pool when standing in 
front of the water spigot). It may have 
been a damned old-fashioned upbring- 
ing but, by God, we had dreams and 
ideals and lots of fantasies. 

I lost my virginity at age of eighteen to 
a boyfriend | had been dating for two 
years. In those two years we taught each 
other all about sex, from touching to 
kissing to necking to mutual masturba- 
tion and finally to fellatio (since cunnilin- 
gus was something | didn't even know 
existed in those days). Looking back at 
my youth and comparing it with many 
young people's experiences nowadays, 
! can only say it was wonderful being a 
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child, becoming a teenager and finally 
blossoming into a young woman. 

Of course it must have been fun for 
you to screw and inaugurate a virgin. | 
myself have done the same with various 
young boys. | think making it with teen- 
agers is highly unsatisfactory, though. 
For a sexual kick, yes, but to carry on a 
relationship, forget it. Leave the young 
kid to her own young boyfriends. 

Sometimes, when | have just fallen in 
love again, | fantasize about being a 
virgin and | wish | never screwed all 
those men. On the other hand, | would 
never have become the mature, total 
woman | feel | am now. Virginity used to 
be a virtue; now it seems to be a hazard. 


When You'll Never See the Man 

Again, Revel in the Memories 

About ten years ago | had a brief but 
thrilling affair with a man whose memory 
haunts me to this day. Whenever | get 
real horny and can do no more than 
masturbate, | do so with our encounters 
in my mind. 

My husband is in the military. He was 
sent to a new base to cross-train for six 
weeks, and | was left alone to find a new 
job, put the children in school and read- 
just to a totally new area. | was hired as 
a bartender at the NCO club, where | 
worked with Gordon. We got along well 
together; we seemed to complement 
each other at work. Gordon was a great 
help to me during my readjustment. He 
helped me cope with my problems, es- 
pecially since my husband was away. 
We became good friends. Our relation- 
ship was platonic, not sexual. 

Then one night after work, | asked him 
for a ride home. | had nothing else in 
mind, but the chemistry was there and 
soon we were hot and heavy. 

| started stroking his cock hot and 
hard as he drove the short distance to 
his office on the base. He let us into the 
building with his key and we undressed. 
Then he cleared his desk, laying me 
down on it, and began to eat my drip- 
ping pussy. His mouth was as educated 
as his hands. | wanted him so badly. 
Finally we couldn't wait any longer and 
he gently worked his throbbing hard cock 
into my steamy cunt. He was pounding 
into me. | wanted to suck this man totally 
inside me and feel him completely. Our 
orgasms were long and hard as the juices 
of our excitement flooded through me. 
We lay in each other’s arms for a while 
until he withdrew his cock from me. “I've 
never had it like that,” he said. Neither 
had |. We got dressed, put his desk in 
order and went out to the car. He said, 
“| feel like a kid again. | want some more 
of that.” 

It was difficult to work with him after 
that. Our eyes would meet and we would 
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remember our pleasure. When we looked 
at each other we seemed to be mentally 
fucking right then. We had only four more 
times together before he was given or- 
ders to move to another base. | remem- 
ber the friendly peck on the cheek | got 
the last time | saw him. Since then, | have 
spoken to him twice on the phone and 
he reminds me of our time together. 

In my mental pictures of him, Gordon 
remains as clear today as he was ten 
years ago. Whenever | need sexual pleas- 
ure and the only way to get it is to do 
myself with my fingers, | fantasize about 
being with Gordon. After having had a 
Gordon in my life, | have never met 
anyone else who could measure up. So 
I've not been attracted to other men. My 
husband has been the only man for me 
since. If | could change him I'd only 
make him more verbal—the way Gordon 
was with me. | love my husband of twenty- 
six years very much, but because | just 
can't get this other man from my mem- 
ory, | don’t even try anymore. —A.L. 


The only reason for exorcising a ghost is 
if the ghost is making trouble. Gordon 
sounds like a very benevolent ghost, and 
you seem to have lived with him very 
happily for the last ten years. So why try 
to erase a beautiful memory? 

About four years ago | had a strange 
romance that started as only a mental 
image. It was late at night when a musi- 
cian friend of mine called to wish me a 
happy New Year. Then he said, “/ have 
someone here who heard your voice on 
my answering machine and wants to 
speak to you.” | said, “Put him on,” and 
before | knew what was happening, ! 
was being seduced over the wires by a 
man who had the sexiest voice | had 
ever heard. He asked me if my tits were 
really as big as they appeared to be in 
a photograph he had seen. Eventually 
he hung up, leaving me wet in the crotch, 
and | wondered what he looked like. 

My mysterious caller took to phoning 
me almost every night, but he sounded 
so wonderful over the telephone that | 
was almost scared to see him in the 
flesh. So | asked him to send me a 
picture of himself. A day or so later | 
received a brilliant and amusing letter 
enclosing a photo . . . of his dog. Finally, 
| agreed to meet him. When | answered 
the door bell, | was greeted by an enor- 
mous bunch of roses, behind which 
lurked a short, bald guy with protruding 
ears, a scraggly beard and large, horn- 
rimmed glasses. My heart missed a beat 
(several beats in fact). He was really 
charming and intelligent and a great lover 
as long as the lights were out. Of course, 
the romance was doomed, and | shall 
always regret losing the phantom phone 
caller in my fantasy. 
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LCTICTS 


DOMINATION AND DISCIPLINE 


How to Get a Little 

Head in Business Without 
Really Fucking 

While at a newsstand the 
other day, | flipped through a 
copy of Penthouse Letters. | 
was pleasantly surprised to 
find a “Domination and 
Discipline” section, and | 
bought a copy of the 
magazine right away. My 
recent experience at work fits 
right in. 

| am a divorced, thirty-five- 
year-old male who works in a 
large office complex. An 
executive secretary was 
recently transferred in from 
another large city. Suzanne is 
in her late forties and 
divorced. Her five-nine frame, 
long, brown hair and large, 
38D breasts immediately 
Caught my eye. 

Although | do not work in 
her department, | found 
myself making repeated 
excuses just to talk to her. Her 
response was always Cool 
and aloof. Finally | got the 
nerve to ask her to lunch. She 
declined and told me directly 
that she was not interested. | 
guess | was not surprised. All 
the men in the office had 
been drooling over her since 
she arrived, and besides, | 
had never had any luck with 
older women. 

Four months later | left the 
office at about seven. In the 
parking garage, | found 
Suzanne at her car, which- 
would not start. | offered her 
a ride home, and she 
reluctantly and cooly ac- 
cepted. | tried to make small 
talk on the way, but she just 
glared at me like | was a 
child. 

When we reached her 
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condo, | asked if | could 
come up for a drink. This 
really upset her. She turned 
to face me and in no 
uncertain terms stated that 
men do not ask for such a 
privilege, they only receive 
permission. Suzanne went on 
to say that | should quit 
pestering her. She only 
enjoyed men who would go 
out of their way to please her, 
and she said | just didn’t look 
like the type. 

| had always been 
dumbstruck by her beauty, 
but now | found myself turned 
on by her commanding tone. 
| said that | would go out of 
my way to please her, to 
which she just laughed. 
“Ring my apartment bell 
tomorrow night at eight, not 
one minute earlier or later.” 
With this she left the car. 

| sat in disbelief. | did not 
know what was going on, but 
| did know that my dick was 
rock hard. 

The next day at work she 
ignored me. | found myself at 
her apartment slightly early. | 
stared at my watch and, 
exactly at eight, rang the 
buzzer. “Come up, Don,” the 
disembodied voice intoned. 

When she opened the 
door, | stood gawking at her. 
She was wearing a skintight, 
dark blue dress, blue hose 
and high heels. “Come in,” 
she said. 

| sat on the sofa and she 
sat in an armchair facing me. 
“Don,” she said, ‘| am a very 
fussy person and | hope that 
you have not wasted my time 
tonight. We must understand 
each other. | never raise my 
voice or become upset, but 
when | ask something of you, 


| expect an immediate 
response. Of course, you 
said that you would go out of 
your way to please me. Is this 
true, Don?” 

“Yes,” | answered, and 
then she cut me off. 

“If you need to talk, | will 
let you know. The bar is in the 
corner; I'll have a bourbon 
over ice.” | walked over to the 
bar, mixing us both a drink. 
When | returned, she took her 
drink and asked, “Who 
offered you a drink?” | was 
fumbling for words when she 
instructed me to pour the 
extra drink down the sink, 
which | dutifully did. 

“Come here, Don.” | 
walked over to the armchair 


~ and looked at her. | felt like a 


child who had just been 
scolded. “Don, do you still 
want to please me?” 

“Yes,” | said. She looked 
me right in the eye and said, 
“Kneel.” Drunk with her 
beauty, | knelt at her feet. 
Slowly she crossed her legs 
and instructed me to remove 
her extended shoe. ‘Do not 
lay it down, Don. Stand it up 
properly.” For the next hour 
or so, | massaged her feet 
under her careful direction. 
Finally she rose from the 
chair. “If you choose to 
continue, | will see you next 
Tuesday at eight,” and with 
that she left the room. There | 
was, kneeling at her chair, 
mystified. | did not under- 
stand, but my cock was rock 
hard. | stood and left. 

The next week at work, she 
acted as if | did not exist. Still, 
| could not wait for Tuesday 
night. At the appointed time, | 
rang the buzzer. “Come up, 
Don.” 


Whipping ways 
toward better sex 
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man’s pain and 
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READING AROUND 


Twice Blessed 

Sexy model Lynette Harris 
told the Sunday Mirror that 
her eighty-nine-year-old 
lover, David Kritzik, was 
the best she’d ever had. 
“He was wild in bed,” she 
said, and she adding that 
there’s ‘no truth to the 
suggestion that a man’s 
sexual prowess deterio- 
rates with age.” (Though it 
may increase with the 
youth of his partner; and 
her’s with the rise of his 
fortunes.) In the course of 
their affair, the multimillion- 
aire land developer show- 


ered her with money and 
furs, anew Mercedes and 
a lakeside home. 

Their relationship went 
bad briefly when Kritzik 
began seeing another 
woman—Lynette’s twin sis- 
ter, Leigh Ann Conley. But 
things were somewhat 
reconciled when the three 
became a threesome. 
Kritzik and the twins went 
everywhere together, 
though Lynette denies the 
old man ever made a pass 
at her sister. 

When Kritzik died, he 
left the twin sexpots 
nothing. Lynette had 
probably just begun to 
mourn when the IRS 
convicted her for tax 
evasion, demeaning the 
gifts she'd been given as 
“taxable income for sex- 
ual services. bx 
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This time she wore a very 
low-cut dress. Also, she wore 
no hose, but her tanned legs 
looked outstanding. When | 
stood in the doorway 
awestruck, she stated that if | 
found the dress too distract- 
ing, | could leave. | dumbly 
shook my head. “Have a seat 
on the sofa, Don.” Again, she 
sat across from me. 

“Don, if | ask you to do 
something for me, will you do 
it?” , 

“Yes,” | said. 

“Well, if you will do what | 
say, does that mean you are 
obedient to me?” 

“| don’t know,” | re- 
sponded. “I! never thought 
about it.” i 

“Yes or no, Don?” she 
snapped. 

| lowered my head slightly 
and murmured, “Yes.” 

“Well then, say it. Say that 
you will be obedient to me.” | 
heard myself saying “I will 
be obedient to you.” 

“Very good, Don,” she 
smiled. “Bring me a drink.” 

When | returned she 
instructed me to go to the 
bathroom and come back 
naked. | hesitated momentar- 
ily and she said that if | did 
not do as she said, | could 
leave immediately. Soon, | 
stood in front of her naked. 
“Kneel, and hurry about it,” 
she commanded. 

| knelt and.my cock started 
to stiffen. She smiled and 
looked very pleased. | 
removed her shoe and 
carefully stood it upright. As | 
massaged her feet, she 
asked, “Would you like to see 
me naked, Don?” 

“Oh yes,” | replied 
eagerly. 

She laughed and said, 
“That is something that you 
must earn. Kiss my feet.” In 
no time, | was licking and 
kissing every inch of her feet. 
This seemed to excite her 
immensely. | did not think that 
| could get any hotter at this 
point. Finally she instructed 
me to replace her heels and 


| to move slightly away from 


her, still on my knees. 


“Don, do you remember 
what you said earlier?” 

“Yes, Suzanne, | do.” 

“Very well. Masturbate for 
me.” When | hesitated, she 
spoke in a very commanding 
voice. “When | speak to you, 
you do as you are 
told—immediately. Let's go, 
pump that cock and fill your 
hand with come.” 

| began to beat off 
furiously. | wanted so badly 
to please her. My humiliation, 
combined with her beauty, 
really sent me soaring, and | 
soon came in my hand. “Very 
good, Don. Very good 
indeed. Now crawl toward 
me.” | moved closer to the 
airchair. She instructed me to 
show her my come-filled 
hand. | obeyed, seeking her 
approval. “Well, Don, you will 
have to learn to come more. 
There is hardly anything there 
for you to eat!” 

With that she stood. “We 
have had our fun, Don. If you 
choose, | will see you next 
week at eight. However, do 
not show up if you are not 
prepared to obey. You must 


demonstrate total obedience 


to me. If you are not willing to 
do exactly what | say, when | 
say it, | have no interest in 
you. Do you understand?” 

“Yes,” | said immediately. 

“Also, from now on you are 
not to have any sex unless | 
allow it. Not even with your 
hand!” She laughed and 
walked into the other room, 
closing the door behind her. 

There | knelt, my hand filled 
with come. | cleaned up and 
left. | could not sleep that 
night, | felt so humiliated. My 
cock was made rock hard 
with just the thought of the 
night’s exploits. 

She ignored me all week, 
but all | could do was think 
about her. | was constantly 
hard, but for some reason | 
did not want to have any sex 
without her. | was totally 
captivated with her. Would | 
go back? What did she mean 
about eating my come? 

When | rang the buzzer at 
eight, | knew what the answer 


would be. “Come up, Don.” 

She was wearing a red 
halter, a short, skintight skirt, 
red hose and high heels. The 
view of her tits nearly made 
me pass out. 

We began our ritual, sitting 
across from each other. 
“Don, is there something you 
want to tell me?” | Knew the 
answer by the look on her 
face. 

“Yes, Suzanne. | want to 
be obedient to you.” 

“Very good, Don, you are 
learning well. However, from 
now on you will address me 
as Miss Suzanne.” 

“Yes, Miss Suzanne, | 
said. 

“Very good, Don. I'll have 
my drink now. Return naked 
with it.” When | walked back 
into the room naked, carrying 
her drink, she smiled and 
ordered me to kneel. 

As | massaged her feet, 
she asked, “Did you come 
this week, Don?” 

“No,” | said. 

“Very good. Would you 
like to come tonight?” 

“Oh, yes, Miss Suzanne.” 
She just laughed. 

When | finished her 
massage, she instructed me 
to put her heels back on her 
feet and to sit back on the 
floor, away from the armchair. 
She stood and spun around. 
“Do you like my body, Don?” 

“Oh, yes, Miss Suzanne.” 
She looked hot and my cock 
was on fire. She asked me if | 
would like to hold her breasts. 
“Oh, yes, Miss Suzanne,” | 
literally yelled back. 

“You'll have to work for it,” 
was all she said. 

She walked towards me. 
“Kiss my foot, Don.” | bowed 
and kissed her shoe. “Lick it 
clean,” she said, and | did as 
instructed. “You lick very 
well, Don. Would you like to 
lick my ass?” 

“Oh, yes!” | wanted to do 


anything | could to touch her. 


“Well, Don, I'll trade you. 
I'll let you lick my ass if you 
eat your come for me. Are 
you interested?” | hesitated. 
“You will eat your come or 
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leave immediately. Now what 
will it be?” 

“l'll stay,” | responded. 

“Good boy,” she smiled. 
She seemed very excited. 
She loosened her skirt and it 
fell to the floor. Standing 
before me—garters, hose, 
heels and halter—her pussy 
stared me right in the face. 

“Don, your cock is 
dripping. You know what to 
do, don't you?” With my finger 
| rubbed the come off the 
head of my cock. Without 
thinking, | placed the finger 
in my mouth. “Very good, 
Don. You are going to make 
a fine little whore. Now come 
here and lick my ass. Touch 
me only with your tongue.” 
She leaned over the armchair 
and | raced on my knees to 
her. | began kissing and 
licking her ass. “Come on, 
Don, you know what | want. 
Show me the whore that you 
are. Fuck my asshole with 
your tongue,” she com- 
manded. | tongued her wildly. 
She began to rub her pussy 
and soon exploded into 
orgasm. | licked her pliant 
asshole until she instructed 
me to stop. 

She dropped down onto 
the chair. “Not bad,” she said 
with a grin on her face. “We'll 
have to teach you how to 
worship asshole. Now, Don, 
I'm going to hold out my hand 
and count to ten. When’! 
reach ten, you will fill my hand 
with your come. If you fail me, 
you will leave for good.” She 
held out her hand and | 
pumped wildly. | didn’t want 
to leave. On ten, | filled her 
hand. | had never come more 
in my life. . 

“Beg for it,” she de- 
manded as she held her 
hand up. 

“Please, Miss Suzanne, let 
me eat my come for you. Let 
me show you the whore that | 
am.” | . 

“Eat slowly, Don,” and she 
held her hand to my lips. 
Slowly, | licked her hand. 
Clean. 

“Good little whore. | will 
see you next week,” she said. 
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These events happened 
over a year ago, and to this 
day, every Tuesday night, | 
do whatever it takes to please 
Miss Suzanne. We have 
never actually had inter- 
course in the conventional 
sense. The closest we have 
come is when she straps on 
a dildo to fuck me. According 
to Suzanne, good little 
whores constantly need a 
good fucking. | agree. | beg 
for it. Also, | have yet to hold 
Miss Suzanne’s naked 
breasts, but I'll let you know 
when | do. —D.B., Chicago, 
Illinois 


Young, Nubile Girls: 
You Can’t Beat That With a 


Stick—or Can You? 

To begin, this happened way 
back in the summer of 54, 
when | was eighteen. My folks 
had gone out of town for a 
week. The first day they were 
gone | came home from the 
Swimming pool and heard 
music in the basement. | went 
down the steps, but was 
Stopped short by the sight of 
our boarder and two of her 
friends dancing around in the 
nude. | froze. | could not 
believe my eyes. Three pairs 
of tits and three cunts were 
staring me in the face. 

| dropped my drawers and 
continued to watch them do 
their sexual dancing. Just 
then they quit, lay down on 
the mattress and started 
kissing and playing with each 
other. | was jerking off faster 
and faster. When | started to 
come, | must have been 
moaning, because they 
Caught me in the act. They 
pounced on me, pulled me 
down into the basement and 
tied my hands behind my 
back. They said if | enjoyed 
watching them dance in the 
nude, they would fix me 
good. 

They pushed me on the 
floor and started sucking my 
dick. Then | was made to eat 
out each of their sticky cunts. 
This went on for three days. 
They made my push bananas 
up thier cunts while they 


worked a cucumber in and 
out of my asshole. 

All this time, except for the 
last day, my hands were tied 
behind my back. On the last 
day, they untied me, finally 
letting me hold, fondle and 
caress their young, budding 
tits. Just before my parents 
were due to come home, | 
had to sign in blood that | 
would never reveal what we 
had done or much worse 
things would happen. By the 
summer of 1988, however, | 
was off the hook. 

The boarder, now fifty-two 
years old, and the same two 
girls came to visit my wife and 
me for two weeks. Shortly 
after they arrived, they asked 
my wife if | could show them 
around town. She said, 
“Sure.” We visited several 
landmarks before checking 
into a motel room and starting 
it all over again. This time they 
were grown women and not 
little girls, but | was 
impressed with how young- 
looking they had kept 
themselves. To reward me for 
my thirty-four years of silence, 
they let me have them as | 
pleased. We all stripped 
down and writhed on the bed, 
them sucking me and me 
eating them out. Finally, after 
three decades, they let me 
get my six inches into each 


of their hot cunts. 


When we got home, | think 
my wife noticed something 
on our faces. She wasn’t 
mad—she was horny as hell. 
Soon all five of us were in the 
master bedroom sucking and 
fucking away. My wife, who 
had been frigid since the last 
of our three children was 
born, now wants to screw all 
the time. She prefers, 
however, at least two other 
women in bed with us. Only 
women over fifty need apply. 
—R.S., Atlanta, Georgia 


in This Game, the Loser 
Services All, and a Humble 
Husband Wants to Lose 

The erotically humiliating 
effects of wrestling have been 
a neglected source of delight 
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Vestment Portfolios 
The stock market may be 
watching something more 
racy than rising hemlines 
these days. The Wall 
Street Journal recently 
took a look at the 
demibras and garter belts 
in Victoria’s Secret cata- 
logs and found them quite 
stimulating (economically). 
The glossy mail-order 
catalog of see-through 
camisoles, sheer teddies 
and lace panties, all worn 
by sexy models, has been 
making the rounds among 
professional males of late. 


One St. Louis real-estate 
investor, keeps a copy in 
his briefcase. “It takes the 
edge off an otherwise 
difficult day. It’s sort of like 
a martini on paper.” 

But some who start out 
taking an occasional, 
relaxing glance at the 
Catalog end up indulging 
their fantasies pretty 
heavily. One Dallas actu- 
ary eventually ran up a bill 
of more than three 
hundred dollars in silk 
boxer shorts. Analysts say 
company sales have gone 
through the roof. 

The catalog may stimu- 
late sales in other areas 
as well. A broker at 
Prudential-Bache Securi- 
ties uses it “as an 
inducement for traders 
and salesmen to come 
into my office. b= 
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“When they 
were finished 
making love, 

| licked 

his dick and 
her pussy 
clean’ 


for along time. I’m a 
twenty-six-year-old man who 
is fairly attractive and 
terminally gentle. My wife and 
| recently went to a party 
where a good-looking, mus- 
cular fellow suggested a 
wrestling match. The women 
were all very much interested. 

He and | got together and 
decided to make it interest- 
ing: We approached his 
beautiful, blonde date and 
arranged that the winner 
would get to have her on the 
spot. The loser, moreover, 
would have to be the slave of 
the winner. 

About ten people watched 
as we wrestled. Being a 
masochist, | was determined 
to lose, and the fellow made 
it easy for me. He instantly 
had me in a hammerlock, 
throwing me to the ground, 
picking me up again and 
twisting my arm in a way that 
left me powerlessly hanging 
in the air. 

With his free hand he took 
off my shirt and, to my 
embarrassment and to the 
delight of the ladies, he 
unbuckled my pants and let 
them slip down around my 
ankles. | was paraded around 
the room in my nylon briefs, 
the women touching me as | 
passed, until | had a giant 
erection. My wife, delighted 
by all of this, took my briefs 
off to expose me totally. 

The victor led me to the 
delicious blonde and playfully 
told her to take over. She 
grabbed me by the hair and 
pushed me down on my 
knees. | was ordered to 
perform whatever she could 
come up with. | had to kiss 
the ground, beg like a dog 
and twist into positions to 
show myself off to the other 
girls. | removed her heels and 
kissed her foot in delicious 
degradation. She liked this 
and, in a dramatic gesture, 
took off her panty hose to 
allow me to lick her toes 
clean. 

Her date proceeded to 
undress and get in on the 
action. | obediently licked 


each of them clean when they 
were finished making love. 

All this sounds a bit cruel, 
but in reality it was a great 
pleasure for all, my wife 
especially. She loves to see 
me humiliated. —Name and 
address withheld 


Whipping Up a Little Fun, 
Making It From Scratch 

Like so many before me, | 
have felt that some of the 
letters you publish had to 
have been made up. But your 
openness concerning matters 
of sex has made me realize 
that while | may be in the 
minority, there are definitely 
others who experience the 
same urges as I. 

When | was a child | was 
disciplined very harshly. 
When | was eighteen, | had 
sex with a girl my age and 
we got caught in the act by 
her parents. They sent me 
home, but | hung around 
outside and watched through 
the window as she was bent 
over a chair and spanked 
with a belt. Her screams, the 
appearance of welts, the 


swrithing of her body and the 


swaying of her ass during the 
punishment made me come 
on the spot. 

That never happened 
again, but the desire to spank 
a naked woman stayed with 
me, and | read everything | 
could get on the subject. | 
looked for movies that 
portrayed women getting 
spanked or whipped. Unfortu- 
nately, the ultimate turn-on— 
finding a real woman who 
would submit to a sound 
whipping —had to wait for 
over half a century. 

It came about quite slowly. 
| was always wary of 
discussing It since most 
women would run like hell. 
Finally, | met this woman in 
her thirties and mentioned 
that | liked this type of thing. 
She admitted that it got her 
hot to be whipped. 

The first time with my new 
lady was very tentative 
because she didn't know me 
enough to trust me, and | 


didn’t know how hard to hit. | 
used a large, willowy switch, 
and after twenty or so 
relatively medium strokes, 
she started sucking my dick. 
While she sucked, | contin- 
ued to whip her ass and lower 
back. This routine has 
become refined, and we vary 
from hairbrushes to canes. 
The one she likes the best is 
the hairbrush. She will 
interrupt as she is being 
whipped and ask for a more 
severe whipping on her 
thighs or ass. She will even 
ask to have her tits pinched, 
and once in a great while will 
ask to have her cunt 
whipped. This, of course, is 
mild but effective, and the 
whole thing sometimes winds 
up with her turning up her 
glowing, red ass, asking to 
be butt-fucked. It's a real 
turn-on to fuck a lady's ass 
after it has been lovingly 
whipped. —Name and aa- 
dress withheld 


Foul Play Is Only 

Fair For Four Chicks and 

a Blue-Ribbon Cock 

I've been happily married for 
thirty years, but my most 
exciting sexual experience 
came just after | graduated 
from high school. 

| was going with a 
twenty-year-old named 
Doreen. One Friday night, 
she and | were getting it on 
in her room when we both got 
thirsty. We got out of bed, 
didn’t put on any clothes and 
went to the kitchen. To our 
Surprise, we found her 
roommate, Stacy, sitting at 
the table, finishing one beer 
and reaching for what looked 
like about her tenth. We 
thought she had gone out, 
but she said her date had 
stood her up. Doreen felt bad 
and asked if we could do 
anything to cheer her up. 
Stacy asked if we were up to 
a game of cards. We both 
said “Sure.” 

At first we played poker for 
coins, but after a few more 
beers and a coupie of joints, 
Stacy blurted out that she had 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


been primed for an evening 
of sex and asked Doreen if 
she would mind sharing me. 
Doreen readily agreed and 
when they looked at me for 
my consent, | nervously said, 
“Okay.” 

Stacy set the rules: strip 
poker, with the loser agreeing 
to do anything the other two 
commanded for the rest of 
the evening. Things didn’t go 
too badly at first. The girls 
were both bare-chested 
before | lost my shirt. But then 
| lost three hands in a row and 
was down to my briefs. Now 
things were serious. Next 
hand, Doreen lost her jeans 
and it looked like one of us 
was going to lose. | prayed 
for a good hand. Alas, | drew 
nothing. When | lost, | 
begged for mercy, but they 
said a deal was a deal, and | 
had to surrender my BVDs. 

Sitting naked and nervous 
in front of two females, | lost 
my erection. The girls 
conferred for a few minutes, 
then came over to me and 
proceeded to tie my ankles 
to the legs of my chair and 
my hands behind my back. 
Leaving the room, they told 
me not to go anywhere. A few 
minutes later there was a 
knock at the door. Since | was 
sitting naked in the middle of 
the room, | got very nervous. 
Doreen opened the door, and 
to my dismay in walked two 
more girls. Doreen said their 
names were Jane and Tish 
and that the fun was about to 
begin. 

Tish pulled a bottle of nail 
polish from her purse and 
painted my toenails bright 
red. Stacy produced a razor 
and some shaving cream, 
and she and Doreen began 
shaving my legs and pubic 
hair. This brought my 
member back to life. Just as | 
became rock hard, Stacy 
stopped, untied my right 
hand and told me that if | 
didn't want my head shaved 
and my fingernails painted, | 
would jerk off in front of them. 
When | hesitated, Tish 
produced a pair of scissors 
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and said, “We're not kidding. 
Do it.” | slowly started 
stroking myself and they all 
sat down in front of me. When 
Stacy saw the head of my 
cock start to throb, she 
positioned herself under me 
and let my come splash down 
onto her lovely breasts. 

Stacy untied my other 
hand, but said she would only 
untie my feet and let me get 
dressed after | licked my 
come from her tits. Before | 
could bargain, she stood up 
in front of me, placed her 
hand behind my head and 
pulled me into her chest. | 
had no choice but to lap the 
Jism up, and | was surprised 
to find how sweet it tasted. 
The girls finally freed my legs 
and handed me my under- 
shorts. “We're going for a 
ride,” they said. “We'll give 
you the rest of your clothes 
when we get back.” 

The four of them led me 
down to the parking lot 
where, once inside Jane’s 
car, they made me surrender 
my underwear. 


Jane put the top down and 
‘| back, facing her ass, and 


drove around town, trying 
hard to catch every red light 
so that the cruising high- 
school students could gawk 
at me under the streetlights. 
We finally headed back to the 
apartment, but stopped 
about a mile away. Doreen 
told me to fondle myself to an 
erection. When | did, she tied 
a blue ribbon around my © 
cock. | was told that | would 
have to walk the rest of the 
way naked, except for the 
ribbon. Figuring this would 
be enough humiliation, she 
promised that when | made it 
back to the apartment, all of 
the girls would be at my 
service. 

| walked the rest of the 
way, hiding behind bushes 
and trees each time a car 
went by, praying no one 
would see me. When | finally 
reached the apartment, it was 
one in the morning and it took 
another five minutes to 
muster the nerve to run up the 
well-lit stairwell. To my delight 


the door was unlocked, and 
before me on the couch sat 
four naked beauties waiting 
for me. For the next two hours 
| had them fuck and suck 

me in every position 
imaginable. —7-R., Boston, 
Massachusetts 


Kicks May Keep Getting 
Harder to Find, But We’ve 
Got Slaps Up the Bum 

My girlfriend, Karen, and | 
enjoy a wide variety of sexual 
activities, but one of our 
favorite pastimes is spanking. 
The first time we made love, 
Karen told me she liked to 
have her behind and asshole 
stroked while | fucked her 
doggie-style, her favorite 
position. Gradually | started 
slapping her rather than just 
rubbing her, especially when 
| could see she was nearing 
orgasm. 

Now we use spanking 
during foreplay every once in 
a while. After she gets good 
and hot from a little 
cunnilingus, | turn her over 
onto her stomach, spreading 
her legs wide. | straddle her 


work a vibrator in and out of 
her cunt, across her clit, and 
occasionally into, her asshole. 
With my right hand | spank 
her upturned ass, starting off 
lightly and gradually building 
up pressure and speed. 
Once we are into it, it drives 
us both wild. She squirms 
and screams with excitement. 
After spanking her to a warm 
glow, and when | see that 
she’s about to come, | work 
the dildo deep into her 
asshole and go to work on 
her clit. Karen says that the 
orgasm this procedure in- 
duces is the strongest she’s 
ever experienced. 

People who are into 
spanking are not necessarily 
into S&M. My girlfriend and | 
don't consider ourselves 
sado-masochists. If | begin to 
hurt her, she lets me know, 
and | let up. | avoid slapping 
harder than she is prepared 
to enjoy, and | make sure | 
spread the spanking over 
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The Tao of Dick Physics 
The dick may appear to 
be erect and still not be 
hard. That, reports Paul 
McCarthy in Omni maga- 
zine, is the finding of 
mechanical engineer Dar- 
rell Frohrib of the 
University of Minnesota. 
When one has only 
empirical data to go on, 
this fine but important 
distinction is often difficult 
to make. But by applying 
hard science to hard-ons, 
Frohrio has taken the 
guesswork out of deter- 
mining when a penis is 


ready for fucking. 
Frohrib attempted to 
measure the “axial rigid- 
ity’ of his subject’s 
erection by ramming a 
“buckling force gauge” 
against it and, McCarthy 
reports, ‘recording the 
amount of force required 
to make it buckle.” 
Persons not steeped in the 
scientific method might 
allow that a penis 
withstanding this test 
could be presumed erect. 
But Frohrib went on to 
measure its “circumfer- 
ential pressure” using a 
machine called the Rigis- 
can. This squeezes the 
penis shaft at ten-second 
intervals and feeds its 
responses through a 
microprocessor into an 
IBM PC, which then spews 
out reams of data.f=d 
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“She worked a 
dildo up 

my virgin 
asshole, 

then swung 
her legs 
around and 
sat on 

my face” 
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her entire rear, stopping after 
she comes.—Ju.M., Austin, 
Texas 


Lick Your Master’s 
Labia Clean—There’s a 
Good 
| write to relate an 
unbelievable experience that 
| have just been through. 
During my spring break | 
decided to stay at my 
girlfriend’s house. Angela is 
five-eleven and slim, with 
blonde hair. Her breasts are 
large but don’t sag, and her 
large nipples point to the 
roon. When her nipples are 
erect, they're taut enough to 
use as Clothes hangers. 

Upon arriving at Andela’s 
house, | was introduced to 
her new roommate, Bobbie, 
who had been divorced for a 
number of years. Bobbie was 
like a photocopy of Angela, 
maybe even sexier. There 
seemed to be a magnetic 
attraction between them, as if 
one could read the other's 
mind. | should mention that 
Angela and | are into 
bondage and mildly into 
S&M. 7 

On our first evening, 
Angela told me she had a 
surprise planned for me that | 
would never forget. After our 
usual foreplay, Angela pro- 
duced some new restraints | 
she had purchased. She said 
| was to be her slave and to 
obey her every conamand. 
Very excited, | agreed, but 
mentioned that we’must be 
careful, because Bobbie was 
in the next room. 

The restraints consisted of 
a leather collar that was 
secured with a lock, so that | 
was not able to loosen it or 
remove it by myself. Next she 
fitted.a smaller collar onto my 
scrotum, connecting it to the 
collar around my neck with a 
two-foot-long leather strap. 
This made it impossible for 
me to stand up. | was only 
able to kneel on my hands 
and knees or lie in the fetal 
position. ) 

By this time sweet juices 
were forming on the 
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end of my nine-inch cock. 
Angela warned that if | came 
without her.permission it 
would mean ten lashes from 
her leather-braided riding 
crop. Angela then rolled me 
on my back and said she was 
“going to show me what | was 
giving her every time | fucked 
her in the ass. She worked a 
large dildo up my virgin 
asshole, then swung around, 
sat on my face and 
commanded me to eat her 
as she pumped the dildo in 
and out of my ass. 

At first this was very 
disconcerting, but | was soon 
approaching orgasm. Then it 
happened. My body:became 
taut and | came, shooting all 
over my stomach and chest. 
Angela was very displeased 
and told me to get ready for 
my punishment. She threw 
me a towel, commanded me 
to clean up and said she 
would be back in a minute. 
She returned, riding crop in 
hand, with Bobbie following 
her. | was embarrassed and 
started to apologize, when 
Angela whipped me across 

“my ass. “That was for talking. 
You are to speak only when 
asked.” She explained that | 
was to be the house slave 
and was to do as | was told 
or receive various forms of 
punishment. In my present 
predicament | didn't have 
much choice, so | went along 
with it. After the ten lashes, | 
was commanded to satisfy 
Bobbie by eating her while 
Angela again worked my ass 
with the dildo. 

Afterward, they dressed 
and explained that | was 
going to be treated like a 
dog. | had to eat and drink 
out of bowls on the floor and 
scratch on the door when | 
wanted to relieve myself. 

Two days later, while | was 
eating cold cereal out of a 
bowl, Bobbie whipped me on 
the ass and said, “Were 
going outside to give you a 
bath.” Outside, she chained 
me to a peg stuck in the 
ground. Washing me with a 
garden hose, she explained 


that she had a surprise 
planned that evening. 

At ten o'clock people 
started arriving at the house, 
and | was told there was 
going to be a party and that | 
was to be a Slave to all. A 
hood was put on my head 
from the nose up, with two 
holes for my eyes. | was led 
into the party on a leash. 
People were getting drunk 
and stoned, and the orgy was 
about to begin. | was the 
center of attention. The first 
to have me was Bobbie. She 
pulled me by my collar and 
stuck my head under her 
skirt, ordering me to eat her 
to orgasm. As | proceeded to 
lick and nibble her clit, | could 
hear her moaning. That's 
when a male guest assaulted 
my asshole. He pounded 
away while | continued to 
please Bobbie. Five minutes 
later, both of them came at 
the same time. In the course 
of the night | sucked a least 
ten cocks and received as 
many up my ass. By the end 
of the evening my ass was 
really buzzing from all the 
attention. 

After the guests left | was 
allowed to lie down and sleep 
on a blanket on the floor. 

At the end of the week | 
was rewarded for my 
obedience by being untied 
and having sex with the two 
roomies for untold hours. And 
after | was spent, | sat back 
and watched the greatest 
lesbian scene ever.—Name 
and address withheld 


Have you had a experience 
involving domination and 
discipline? It may be more 
original, more humiliating or 
more down-and-dirty than 
anything ever told on these 
pages. Even if you think it’s 
run-of-the-mill, to someone 
else it may be the ultimate 
fantasy. So please share your 
story with your fellow readers 
of Penthouse Letters. Send 
your letters to: Penthouse 
Letters, Dept. DM, 1965 
Broadway, New York, NY 
10023-5965. 
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COME AGAIN 


| Then there’s the little-known 


American custom in 


which a hostess is encouraged 


by her husband 


to eat her houseguests 
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Just as one good turn deserves another, 
a good letter always calls for another 
look. Each month, “Come Again” will 
feature a classic from the Penthouse Let- 
ters files. We think you’ll agree that, Paul 
McCartney notwithstanding, the best 
things improve with age. 


Len and Alice arrived early at our home 
for an evening of conversation and drinks. 
The time passed quickly and we all drank 
heavily. Soon Alice was sleepy. Rather 
than let Len drive home in his intoxicated 
state, Jeff suggested that he and Alice 
spend the night. Alice said that we could 
stay up, but she wanted to go to bed. | 
lent her one of my nightgowns and put 
on a pair of shorty pajamas. 

| must have been feeling my drinks, 
otherwise | don’t think | would have cho- 
sen to wear these particular pajamas in 
front of Len. The top was a sheer black, 
and the matching bikini pants equally 
revealing. | could clearly see the outlines 
of my nipples and the darkness of my 
pussy showing through the skimpy mate- 
rial. | stopped at the spare bedroom to 
see if Alice needed anything, but she 
was already in bed, snoring lightly. 

My entrance back into the living room 
brought a loud whistle from Jeff and an 
astonished stare from Len. As more 
drinks reinforced my daring behavior, | 
decided to give the men a real show. 
Leaning far forward to reach for a pack 
of cigarettes on the cocktail table in front 
of us, | unobtrusively reached up and 
loosened the bow holding the front of 
my shorty top together. When | sat back 
the front fell loose, exposing my firm, full 
tits to their view. | felt my nipples harden 
and a blush rising from my neck to my 
face. Self-conscious, | reached up to 
cover myself. But to my surprise, Jeff's 
hand stopped mine. 

“Let Len and me get a good look at 
those tits you’ve been teasing us with,” 
he said. | flushed, but found myself ex- 
cited by his demand. 

He filled his hand with my right tit, 
gently squeezing its fullness. Len had 
been silent, but now he too reached over 
without hesitation to fondle my left tit. 
Their gentle kneading of my breasts re- 
ally turned me on. Then, almost upon a 
silent command, they both bent down, 
kissing and covering my tits with their 
eager mouths. | was in ecstasy, my body 
shivered with pleasure. 

| was so into the pleasure they were 


giving me | didn’t feel Jeff's hand at first. 
It had slipped past the elastic waistband 
of my panties and was now buried deep 
in the hairs of my pussy. Again, Len was 
not far behind as his hand joined Jeff's 
in exploring the fur of my lush bush. | 
reached down and pulled my panties 
down over my ass, then kicked them off, 
spreading my legs wide to give them 
plenty of room. Lightly caressing my clit, 
the men’s fingers became more insistent, 
pushing deeper into my cunt. All this 
time, their tongues worked feverishly at 
my tits. 

| was crazy with ecstasy and desire— 
desire for a cock. | reached’ over and 
pulled out their erect penises, stroking 
the swollen shafts and pausing to caress 
the heads. | had never made love to two 
men at once, but this seemed the perfect 
opportunity. With a sucking mouth at 
each of my tits, one finger from each of 
two separate hands in my dripping cunt 
and a throbbing cock in each of my 
hands, | climaxed in a spasm of passion. 

| relaxed, emotionally and physically 
drained, my head spinning from the cli- 
max. Then Jeff asked, “How about us 
now?” He stood up and thrust his prick 
toward my face. As | planted a kiss on 
the tip, flicking the head with my tongue, 
Len also offered me his huge cock. The 
head was a deep purple and the shaft 
thickly veined. Kissing and licking, | al- 
ternated between the two cocks. | parted 
my lips wide, letting them sink all of their 
delicious meat into my waiting mouth. 

Continuing to stroke each one with 
my hands, | wildly sucked both cocks, 
pulling them close together until the 
heads touched. | wanted to squeeze 
them both into my mouth at the same 
time, but the hugeness of Len’s prick 
prevented me from giving a double blow- 
job. Still, the rubbing of both cocks to- 
gether as they tried to force their way into 
my mouth must have set Jeff off. He was 
coming, his cock shooting streams of 
hot juice into my mouth. It was all the 
encouragement Len needed. That huge 
prick of his shuddered and exploded, 
filling my throat with a flood of come. | 
continued to jerk both men off and sucked 
them till they were dry. 

Jeff, Len and | have never repeated 
this scene. It was a spontaneous hap- 
pening. Jeff has hinted that he would like 
to try an evening 2 trois again sometime, 
but I’m afraid it wouldn't be the same. — 
Name and adaress withheld 
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